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THE TRA6EBY OF 

POMPEY THE GREAT 

ACT I 

4 nem in PoMrar’a ntar Bem$. Wtib hung mUh 
draperitt ^ a dark bku. Doan aurtaintd. Stdeong, 
open, ehewtng dittant Ughte. A gong and tnalUl. Vino, 
gkueoe, ate. Papon <ii a oaekA. Lampe. 

Son* ontkovt a* troop* pate. AmnirzA atone, SghUng 
lamp* wilA a taper. 

anhstia [loojfcti^ ItmxirdB the window]. More 
Mddiers. Blow your horns. Spread your oohnus, 
ensign. Your colours’ll be dust the sooner. 
Your breath will be in the wind, a little noise in 
the night. That ’s what you come to, soldiers. 
Dust, and a noise in the trees. Dus^ and the 
willow rattling. No more flags and boms then. 
{L^hting the hut lamp.] I wish I knew the 
of it. [Settling books on table.] t wish 
railip would oome. 

A Toice [imtAout, in the balcony]. Pompey. 
AMTisTiA. What was that t 
THX VOICE. Pompey. 

ASTOTtAlfri^iimed]. Who calls Pmx^y ? 
f tpg VOICE. Not so loud. Not so loud* 
Bompey. 
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AKTISTIA. What is it ? What d* you' went 
with Pompey ? 

TH£ VOICE. Philip must tell Pompey at once. 

ANTiSTiA. What must he tell him ? 

THE VOICE. To stamp his foot at once. 

ANTiSTiA. To stamp his foot at once ? 

THE VOICE [amid laughter]. Stamp your foot, 
Pompey. Aha I Ha ! Pompey. 

ANTISTIA [going to the m'ndo^]. What ’s this T 
Who are you ? 

THE VOICE [goin^. Aha 1 Pompey. Stamp 
your feet, Pompey. 

ANTISTIA [going to a door B. seared], Philip, 
Philip. 

FHiLip [putting down tray]. What ’s the 
matter ? What ’s happened ? 

ANTISTIA. There was a voice. A voice. 
Something at the window. Jeering Pompey. 

PHILIP [opening window]. Who is there ? 
There ’s no one there now. Was it a man ? 

ANTISTIA. There was no one. It had a man’s 
voice. It spoke. It laughed. 

PHILIP. It ’s gone. It ’s gone, my dear. 
Don’t. Don’t. It ’s gone. 

ANTISTIA. They say that the dead come back, 
to cry in the night [pause] whenever bad times 
are coming. Dead men’s souls, licking blood 
in the night, whenever Rome ’s in dahger. 

PHiuP. Hush. Hush. Don’t say sudi 
things. It gives them life. What was it 
saying ? 

THE VOICE. Stamp your foot, Pompey. Stamp 
your foot, Pompey. 
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* ANTISTIA. Ah I 

p mT.TP [exorcising ai window, with things from 
tray]. Wine for blood. [Pours wine.] Biead|f 
for fle^. [Breaks bread.] Salt for life. [Flings 
satL] A cloak of blue on Rome. A net of 
gold over this house. To the desert. To the 
night without stars. To the wastes of the sea. 
To the two-forked flame. [Returning heaoily.] 
God save my dear master, Pompey, I fear there ’s 
trouble coming. 

ANTISTIA [hystericaUy]. Ah 1 Ah 1 

PHILIP [pouring water]. Drink this. Drink 
this. 1 ’ll fetch another glass. 

ANTISTIA [hystaicaUy]. Not ofl that tray. 
Not off that tray. 

PHiup. There. There. God save us! Why, 
Antistia, they ’ve no power. 

ANTISTIA. I sec the marching of armies, 
that is what the trumpets mean. War. 
Civil War. Pompey and Caesar, hke eagles 
strugghng. 

PHIUP. No. No. Don’t say that. You 
bring things to pass. 

ANTISTIA, What else could it mean ? What 
did it mean ? 

PHILIP [dislradedly]. I don’t rightly know 
what it jiaid. 

ANTisiTA. About stamping ? About Pompey 
stamping ? 

PHIUP. Pompey said it in the Senate 
yesterday. Reports came in. There was a 
pejiic. The Senators were at their wits’ ends. 
News came that Caesar was marchmg on Rome. 
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They asked Pompey if he had an army, if he 
could defend them. 

ANTiSTiA. Is Csesar coming ? 

pmup. It was one of these rumours. 

ANTISTIA. What did Pompey say ? 

PHILIP. He said if he stamped his foot, 
soldiers would spring up all over Italy, armies 
of soldiers, to dnvc Ctesar back into Gaul. 

ANTISTIA. And now he must stamp his foot. 
Caesar ’s on the road with his army. 

PHILIP. It ’s time for the house to shake when 
the door-posts quarrel. \Paming at distcmi 
tumuU.'\ 

ANTISTIA. They ’re proud ones, to set the world 
on fire so as one of them may warm his hands. 

PHILIP. Pompey ’s only defending the State. 

ANTISTIA [to Ceesar's bustl. Make the deserts 
quags of blood, Caesar. Go on in your pnde, 
till the Kings of the world sweep your stables. 
You ’ll come to be a dumb thing, tied m a sheet, 
earned out foot-foremost. You won’t know 
whether it ’s tar or spice they ’ll smear you with, 
to make you bum. And when you ’re dust, 
you ’ll fill a little pot, Caesar, a little metal pot 
on a shelf. Go pray, man. The primrose the 
rabbit eats will be a prouder thing than Caesar 
that day. 

PHILIP [at husil. He thinks he ’s a great one, 
Cssar does, now that he ’s conquered Gaul. 
What are the Gauls ? The Gauls are naked 
heathen, with copper swords like the savages. 
Why, Caesar would never have been anybody 
if Pompey hadn’t backed him. 
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•ANTunciA. That’s reason enough for him to 
fight Pompey now. 

PHiup. Pompey made him what he is. 4 
Pompey got him his place in Gaul. He was 
no one before that. [Pause.] And now he 
hopes to put Pompey down. So he can rule 
Rome instead. Put my master Pompey down. 

ANTISTIA. I suppose Csesar couldn’t beat 
Pompey, Philip ? 

PHILIP. Antistia. ISolemnly.] Don’t you 
talk like that, Antistia. I believe wherever 
Pompey goes, there goes a god in front of him. 
Like fire. It ’s that makes him what he is. Oh, 
my dear beloved master. I ’m that drove mad, 

I can’t hardly talk of it. That he should have 
a civil war with Csesar. And him only newly 
married. 

ANTISTIA. It was a civil war that first made 
Pompey famous, Philip. 

PHILIP. He was with Sulla, against Marius, 
in the civil wars then. And ever since then 
he ’s gone on, just as though a god went before 
him, brushing a road for him. You would see 
nothing but dangers all round, and Pompey 
would nde up. And [he blows in his hand] puff. 
They ’d fade. They ’d go. [Pause.] I ’ve seen 
all Rome out on the roofs to see my master, 
Pompey. • Triumph ? There were horns blow- 
ing, you couldn’t hear, and forty kings march- 
ing Imrefoot in the streets. I ’ve seen him grow 
to be the greatest man in the world. 

ANTISTIA. Eh ? The greatest man in the 
world. And all through bemg with Sulla in the 
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civil war. Supposing he were not great, Phifip. 
Only a big clay statue. A statue propp^ up by 
stic^. A clay thing, gilded. Rats gnawing at 
it. The wind shaking it. The sun cracking it. 
[Pause.] And dead men, Philip, dead men 
underneath it in the dust, fumbling at it to 
bnng it down. 

PHILIP. Antistia. 

ANTisTiA. Time brings all about, they say. 
You spoke of Sulla, Philip. I was a little girl 
then, when Marius and Sulla fought. My 
father was a centurion under Marius. 1 never 
told you that. What do you know of me, Philip, 
except that I ’m to marry you ? I was m the 
street outside our house, and some men came 
across the road. They patted my head and 
asked if my father was upstairs. I said yes, 
Philip. And they went in and brought him out. 
Out to the door in the sun. Some boys gathered 
to watch. I ran up to him, Philip, to show 
him my doll. And one of the men said, ‘ We ’ll 
give you Manus.’ He was behind my father. 
He swung his arm nght back like this, to give 
his sword a sweep. He knocked my dada down 
with a great hack on the neck, and they all 
stabbed him as he icll. One of the men said, 
‘ There ’s your dada, little girl ; run and tell 
mother.’ And then one of the boys kuclt down 
and stole his sandals, and another snatched my 
doll away. Time brings all about, Philip. AU 
the lives spilt then by Pompey and Sulla 
are coming out of the night. Out of Spain. 
Out of l^me. Out of Asia. Souls have 
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pover, Philip, even in the darkness, when the 
time comes. 

PHHJP [oacoed]. What time ? 

AMTISTIA. Pompey’s time. There. There. 
It ’s beginning. [iVotfe of a tumuJt. The home 
of Soldiers.] They begin like that, Philip. 
They ’re very proud. For things that go from 
the prison of a womb to the pnson under the 
grass, they ’re very proud. When they march 
to the trumpet, they forget that women bore 
them. Women bore them in agony. Not for 
that, one would think. 

PHILIP \al window]. Some of Rome seems to 
be burning. Pray God the Senate’s safe. 
[Pause.] We shall have to put off our marriage, 
Antistia. 

ANTisTiA. Why, thus it is. We put off and 
put off till youth ’s gone, and strength ’s gone, 
and beauty ’s gone. Till two dry sticks mumble 
by the fire together, wondenng what there was 
in life, when the sap ran. 

PHILIP. I must be with my master, Antistia. 

ANTISTIA. Your master. When you kiss the 
dry old hag, Philip, you ’ll remember these arms 
that lay wide on the bed, waiting, empty, 
for years. You ’ll remember all this beauty, 
that would have borne you sons but for yoiu 
master. [A noise of a lute off.] Your mistress 
too, perhaps. Here she comes. Here comes 
the young wife, that will have little joy of her 
man, she with her lute girl, twangmg a’march 
for her. Here she comes. Open the door. 

PHILIP. Our mistress. 
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Elder cobneua and JtruA. The Servants 
place chairs for the ladies. 

CORNELIA. Philip, there must be an escort 
from the Senate-house. Tell the Captain of 
the Guard. 

[Exeunt phuip and antistia. 

JULIA. Tell me. Is Csesar really going to 
fight your husband ? If he is not going to fight, 
ivhat does he want ? 

COEN. He wants to rule Rome as a Dictator. 
But he plans first to be elected Consul. He is 
lying in Gaul there, thinking, I thmk, to frighten 
evbry one into electmg him. [Going to the 
window.] I wish my father would come in, 
Julia, I ’m anxious. What has the Senate 
decided ? [She walks up and down.] 

JULIA. The Senate will decide that Caesar must 
dismiss his army. What does your father 
think ? 

CORN. He thinks that my husband ought to 
put Caesar down with a strong hand. ’W^o 'a 
that ? Come in. [The door is shaken and 
opened violently.] 

Enter her father, metellus scipio. 

Father. 

MET. Where 's your husband ? Is he here 7 
Has he been here ? 

CORN. No, father. What is it ? 

MET. Still at the House ? He must have had 
my note. Has he sent word to you ? 

CORN. No. What has happened ? 
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MBT. I must tal);: to you, Cornelia. 

juua [lisinji]. Good>bye. 

MET. No. No, Cornelia. She mustn’t go. 
You ’ll have to sleep here, my dear girl. The 
streets aren’t safe to-night. Sit down. We ’re 
all involved in this. [Pause.] Cornelia. What’s 
your husband gomg to do ? 

COEN. Father. But I do not know. He 
tells me nothing. 

MET. I ’ve had letters. Caesar ’s advancing 
, into Italy, with all his army. 

CORN. To fight us ? To attack Rome ? 

MET. Yes. It ’s what I always feared. But 
I never thought the man would be such a 
scoundrel. 

CORN. Does my husband know of this ? 

MET. Yes. I sent word to him at the Senate 
to meet me here. I had to ride out to the camp. 
Cornelia. I don’t understand your husband. 
My dear girl, he ’s been playing with the situa- 
tion. I don’t think you understand even now. 
It means that the whole of Rome is bemg handed 
over to a political brigand. All the governing 
classes, the religion of our fathers, all that has 
made Rome great. This cut-throat is marching 
to destroy it. Something happened at the camp. 

CORN. What, father ? 

MET. The ihen, the soldiers, Roman sol- 
> diets. Men who had eaten the bread and 
salt . . . They refused duty. They had Jseen 
bribed to that, by this upstart, Csesar. 

corn. They will stand and see Rome sacked 
by this outlaw. But how terrible. 

B 
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MET. 1 must see your husb^d. He ’s played 
'with us. He must save us. 

CORN. There. There. He ’s coming. There 's 
the sentry. 

A VOICE WITHOUT. Attention. Eyes right. 
MET. Thank God. 

A VOICE WITHOUT. Present arms. 

CBiES. Hail ! Pompey. Imperator. [A trum- 
pet blows a flourish.] 

A VOICE WITHOUT. Company. By the right. 
Quick. March. , 

PHILIP enters, opening doors wide, saluting, 
showing the fasces lining the door. Enter 
POMPEY. He carries a despatch box. 
METELLUS SalutCS. 

\Eoni PHILIP. Doors shut. 
POMPEY. Ah, Julia. Ah, Cornelia. [He goes 
to her, and looks into her eyes.] Ah, beloved. 
[Turning wearily.] I think that Sertonus was 
right, Julia. 

JULIA. Why ? 

POMPEY. In our Spanish wars, he planned to 
steal away to the Fortunate Islands. He could 
be quiet a little there. [He goes to table 
dejectedly.] 

MET. You got my note ? * 

POMPEY. Yes. Yes. [He siislike one stunned.]* 
MET. Man. What are you going to do ? 
Caesar ’s marchmg on Rome with forty thousand 
men. 

CORN. But you cam check him. You must. 
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MfiT. Do you understand ? The whole — 
Does the Senate know ? 

POKFEY [opening his despatch ho<B\. Sit down, 
dear. [To Cornelia.] Sit down. The Senate 
knows. There were seven hundred of us in the 
Senate. Seven hundred of the best men in 
Rome, sitting there, at sunset, waiting. I had 
to stand up, among them. 1 had to tell them 
that one who — ^that a man whom I — a man 
veiy dear to me — was marching with an army 
against this Rome, to destroy all that that 
great house, in generations of honour, has built 
up here, of virtue, of justice, of freedom, to the 
wonder of the world. 

MET. Yes. Go on. Go on. 

CORN. What arc they going to do ? 

POMPEY. Many there were in the pay of — 
that man. 

MET. How did they take it ? 

POMPEY. ‘They were silent. But a murmur 
ran through the house. They moved in their 
chairs. Even those most glad were awed. 
[Pause.] Then Tullus, a man who owes his 
bread to me — he is in Caesar’s pay now — rose up 
smihng, to ask me what troops 1 had for the 
defenee of Rome. 

MET. Yes. And you, the guardian of Rome, 
what troops have you ? 

POMPEY. I said that with the two legions sent 
back fix>m Gaul, and with those reserve» called 
up from the country, I might have thirty 
thousand men. 

MET. What is all this talk of you might have ? 
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Those two legions are in Csesax’s pay. The^ *re 
in mutiny at the camp. They ’re drawn up 
there, under the eagles. Their colonels 
are Csesar’s, body and soul. They refuse to 
move. As for your reserves, they ’re with the 
people. They ’re all for Csesar. They came 
crowding out of their tents crying, Peace ! 
Peace ! They won’t fight. You ’ve mocked 
us. You ’ve tricked us. You ’ve betrayed 
Rome. 

POMPEY- So they said in the Senate. 

MET. Why did you not prepare for this ? 
You ’ve had months in which to prepare ? 

POMPEY. I have prepared for it, Metellus. 
But I did not expect it. I thought that a noble 
act would be remembered, for more than twenty 
years. I thought that this Rome would be more 
to a man than a lust for power. And old friend- 
ship, I thought something. 

MET. I ’ve no patience with you. [He sits 
with twitching hands.} Well, [Starting up.] We 
know what you haven’t done. At least tell us 
what you have done. 

POMPEY. Yes. I ’ll tell you, Metellus. 
[Pause.} When this began between us, I 
thought of my own time under Sulla. I ’d 
inarched into Afnea, to the great sea. I 
was a young man, then, 1 did rash things, 
but I was lucky. I conquered Africa. SiUla 
sent word to me then to disband my army, 
and return. [To julia and cobnelia.] For- 
give my talking of myself like this. [Patae.} 
I thought that my lu(^ was due to gmius. I 
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iira& very vain, then, Cornelia. There ’s not 
much vanity in me at this moment. I resented 
Sulla’s order. My soldiers resented it. They 
asked me to be their King in Africa. I obeyed 
Sulla. I thought — if I did — it might be easier 
— ^for the next young conqueror — ^to obey, too. 
Not to cause civil war. 

COEN. He thought — we both thought, father, 
that Caesar would remember that. Wc had 
planned how all our party, all the Senate even, 
should go out into the fields to welcome Caesar, 
as Sulla welcomed my husband then, if he 
came home alone, disbanding his army. That 
would have been a triumph for Caesar greater 
than any Consulship. But Ctesar does not see 
the Rome we see. 

POMPEY. I did not think that Caesar would 
be blmd to the glory of Rome. [Going to the 
mndow.} 

MET. I ’ll quote to you now something which 
you said once in Sicily. ’ What is all this talk 
of law,’ you said, ‘ to us that have swords by 
our sides ? ’ What ? You remember those 
words ? Will you sit still, and see Rome 
sacked ? See the rabble make beastly all that 
seven centuries has made here 7 See their 
filthy hands laid — laid on these delicate ladies 7 
See our ten/ples spoiled that their rat*faced 
brats may grow up to eat free bread, and loaf 
and spit outside the beer-shops. Pah ! ,What 
did the Senate say 7 

p6mp£Y. They gave me absolute power 
here. 
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MET. What ? Then send out your press. 
Bill every able-bodied man. Bill the women if 
the men won’t come. 

POMPEY. No, Metellus. Not that. 

MET. What then, man ? [cornelia inter- 
poses. Speaking to her husband.] 

CORN. Cncius, it IS better to have war, than 
to see law set aside. The will of Rome must 
not be slighted, it must not be set aside for the 
lust of one man. It is the duty of a Roman, 
dear heart, to go out under the eagles to defend 
the Will of Rome, even if he goes alone. And 
you will not go alone. The souls of our fathers 
will march with you. And if you die, dear 
one, defending what they died to make, you 
will die as I would have my lover die. 

POMPEY. Ah 1 Cornelia. You make death 
hard. But it would be sweet to die so for you. 

MET. [quickly]. Go on, girl. Oh, move him, 
Cornelia. Goad him to action. I cannot. For 
Rome’s sake. Move him. Get him out of this 
child’s mood. 

POMPEY. Yes. Yes. Yes. [Slowly.] 1 shall 
fight Ctesar. [Sharply.] 

MET. Ah ! [Excitedly.] But at once. Give 
him no time to win recruits by success. Give 
them no time here. The rabble don’t hesitate. 
They don’t understand a man ifho hesitates. 
Give me all the cavalry. Look. I can worry 
him with those. 

POMPEY. Where ’s the map ? [He quickly 
takes map from wall.] It ’s the effect here, 
not the beating ot Ceesar. We must stiffen 
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the •towns against him. That ’ll check his 
advance. 

MET. Ctesar ’s quick, mind. He marches hght, 
and he comes a devil of a pace. [Mudngly^ 

POMPEY. You say he’s got forty thousand 
men ? Let ’s see your despatch. \^o sent it ? 
[Taking paper."] Can you trust this man ? 

MET. Yes. A clever young fellow. 

POMPEY. Young ? Where ’s he served ? 

MET. He was on Crassus’ staff m Parthia. 
In the smash. 

POMPEY. I don’t trust ghosts. 

MET. Ghosts ? 

POMPEY. What escapes when an army ’s 
destroyed like Crassus’ ? [Reading.] Forty 
thousand men. Shrewd. This is a shrewd lad, 
Metellus. He ’s read a lot of school-books, this 
man. Come. Forty thousand ? 

MET. Yes. 

POMPEY. No. It ’s not possible, Metellus. 
This is pohtics. Not war. He ’s forcing our 
hand. His army 's miles away. lie ’s rushing 
the frontier with a few picked men. The pick 
of his light foot, and these light Gaulish 
lancers. It’s a bold dash to put all Rome in 
a panic. 

BiET. [bUing his nails]. That ’s not what you ’d 
have done. • 

POMPEY. That ’s how I know I ’m right. 
[Standing.] Take the cavalry. Get into touch 
witii him. Harass him. Delay him.' Make 
time for us. I ’ll come on with all I can get. 

MET. Take the gladiators. 
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POMPEY. No. This is a Roman question. 
No paid slaves shall decide Rome’s fate. 

MET. We shall be a desperate lot mthout 
them. 

CORN. The Navy. Land men from the ships. 

MET. They can’t march. This campaign is 
a race. 

POMPEY. No. No. Look. 1 ’ll send gallopers 
to the fleet at Brindisi. 1 ’ll tell them to lash 
north, forced rowing. They ’d catch him at 
Pisaurum. They could cut m on his left flank. 
So much for the attack. The city here ’s tke 
problem. 

MET. Never mind the city here. The city *s 
for the winner. Always. 

POMPEY [musing]. Caesar has an army in 
occupation here already. Now to secure Rome. 

MET. [quickly]. The patricians. Let the pat- 
ricians form a Committee of Public Safety. 
They ’ll settle Caesar’s mobs. 

CORN. No. No. There ’d be massacre all 
over Rome. All frightened men are merciless. 

MET. Be quiet, girl. Yes, man. 

POMPEY. No. That ’s the wild thing the 
desperate man always does to make his cause 
more desperate. It would madden the mob 
agennst us. Our task is to win the mob. 

CORN. Leave Cato in command here. 

MET. What ? 

CORN. Let Cato raise a force purely to defend 
Rome. Not a party force at all. 

POMPEY. Yes, Cato. He stsmds outside 
parties. He has power over both. 
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VET. N(^>I say. Power? That man, no. 
He has no power : he popular. 

FOMPEY. It ’s popularity that ’s wanted. 

MET. It’s power that’s wanted. A few 
crucified mutineers. Not Cato telling them of 
good King Numa. 

POMPEY [picking up the hammer of his gong]. 
We ’ll send for Cato. 

MET. No. No. 

POMPEY. Yes. 

MET. Wait a minute. 

POMPEY. Well ? 

MET. We want a soldier here. 

POMPEY. We want a man whom everybody 
can trust. 

MET. Cato ’s not firm enough. 

POMPEY. I want Rome calm, not mtimidated. 

MET. I ’m not going to serve if that man ’s 
left behind in Rome. 

POMPEY. Oh, don’t say that. Wliat are your 
reasons against Cato ? In this instance. 

MET. How will Cato deal with the mutineers 
in camp ? 

POMPEY. Ah 1 There. {Pause.'] Yes. We 
can’t be hard on those poor fellows. Try and 
see it as they see it. They ’ve had the choice of 
refusing duty or beginning a civil war. 

MET. A soldier’s first duty is obedience. 

POMPEY. Is it ? I ’d rather have him a man 
first, myself. Only very good soldiers mutiny. 
Did you ever notice that ? 

♦ JIKT. No. Nor you. They must be made 
examples of. 
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POMPEY \smiling[. Come. Some wine, Met- 
ellus. 

MET. [crossly\. This isn’t a time for wine. 
\He stalks up and down the room.] Suppose 
we 're beaten. I tell you if we 're beaten you ’ll 
want more than Cato in charge here. You ’ll 
want a man to stamp out Ctesar’s faction. I ’d 
stop their smiling. By the time Cassar stormed 
Rome he ’d find few of his friends left. I ’d 
make Rome so sick with blood. By. She ’d 
think no more of Caesar. 

POMPEV. My God ! The streets ran blood. 
In Sulla’s time. That once. The carts drove 
over them. 

MET. That was child’s play to what this 
will be. 

POMPEY. Yes. Suppose we ’re beaten. Rome 
stormed. No, no, never ! [He flings the map 
aside.'] No. I ’ll give up Italy rather. I will 
not fight in Italy. Caesar’s rabble shall have no 
excuse for sackmg Rome. 

MET. What ? [A pause.'] Where will you 
fight him then ? In Spam, where your army is ? 

CORN Not in Spain. 

MET. Wliy not in Spain ? 

POMPEY. No. You know the proverb. 
Spain ’s a country where a big army starves 
and a little army gets beaten. I •know, I’ve 
fought there. And it ’s far from Rome, and 
too near Gaul. No, Macedonia. We ’ll go 
over with the fleet to Macedonia. There are 
five good legions from Crassus’ smash in Mace- 
donia. We ’ll prepare an army there. 
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MET. Yes. But your friends in Rome. Our 
party here ? The ^nate ? The Consuls ? 

POMPEY. They must come with us at once to 
Brmdisi» where the fleet lies. We ’ll take ship 
there. [Writing.} I ’m writing to Domitius 
at Corfinium, to jom me instantly with his 
twenty cohorts. [Musing.] I wonder. If he 
stays, he will be invested. And he will stay, 
he ’s as obstinate as a mule. If he marches 
south at once we shall have twenty thousand. 
If not, we must leave lum to his fate. I must 
abandon Italy. 

MET. [slowly]. There ’s something in it. Yes. 
I wonder. 

POMPEY. It ’s not so risky. Fighting now is 
backing losing cards. 

MET. We shall lose friends. 

POMPEY. We shall gam time. 

MET. Let ’s see the map. [He takes another 
map.] I like it. Yes. It ’s a good move. 

POMPEY. Csesar will attack my army in Spam, 
first. 

MET. Afraid of its invading Ins dear Gaul, 
you mean ? 

POMPEY. He ’ll have no choice m the matter. 
He ’s got no ships to lollow us. I ’ve got the 
Navy. While he ’s building ships, I ’ll build an 
Army. If he fights my generals in Spam, it 
will , be a year before he can follow me. We 
sbaU have a great army by that time. , 

^ MET. Yes. An army, eh ? Macedonian pha- 
&n'£, eh ? If we send a fiery .sign through 
Mac^onia, all the swordsmen of the hills will 
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come. Out of Dacia, out of Thrace. With 
Egypt at your back, too. 

POMPEY. Yes. Egypt 's full of my old soldiers. 
We can always fall back on King Ptolemy. 

MET. [excitedly]. Listen. Your idea of Mace- 
donia IS splendid ! Csesar won’t follow. [Slap- 
ping the table.] He ’ll be afraid. Part the 
world between you. Let Csesar keep the West. 
You be King in the East. Build up another 
Rome in Athens. With you in the East, we 
could do what Alexander did. We could 

POMPEY. No more ambitions, Mctullus. You 
see where ambition leads. So, Macedonia. 

MET. Yes, Macedonia. 

CORN. When ? 

POMPEY. Now, dear. 

CORN. To-night ? 

POMPEY. It doesn’t give you much time. It 
will be hard for you to leave all your pretty 
things behind. 

COHN. I was thinking about your night’s 
rest. Life is book and picture to me. All that 
IS Rome to us comes with us. 

MET. Well then, boot and saddle. 

POMPEY. Take what men you have, Mctellus. 
And press post-horses. You ’ll want my orders 
though. [He strikes the gong.] 


Enter philip. 

PHiup. Sir. 

POMPEY. Ask Thcophanes to speak to me a 
moment. [Exit philip. 
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SHOer THEOPHANES, who bows and is saluted. 

POMPEY. Sit down. [He takes papers from 
despatchbox.] We ’re going to Macedonia. Wc 
take ship at Brindisi, These orders to our 
party ; have them filled in and sent round. 

THEO. Yes. But you won’t want them. 

POMPEY. You mean that — What do you mean? 

THEO. I mean, you won’t want them. 
Csesar ’s at Cremona. He ’s not marching on 
Borne. He ’s encamped in his own province. 
It was a false alarm. 

ALL. What ? 

POMPEY. How do you know that ? 

THEO, Labicnus has just come m. Caesar’s 
legate. I ’vc bgen talking to him. Caesar ’s 
sending messengers with new proposals to you. 
He ’s not marching on Rome. 

MET. So we go on again. 

POMPEY. What are the new proposals ? Docs 
he know ? 

THEO. [shrugging his shoulders]. His men arc 
beginning to shrink, I believe, now that it 
comes to the touch. I don’t blame them. 

COEN. Let us give Caesar credit for a little 
nobleness. 

MET. Pah 1 He was in Catihne’s conspiracy. 
It was provecl beyond a doubt. Well, Pompey. 
Whafi are you gomg to do ? 

pokPEY. It IS very wonderful, I must see 
Cato. [Going.] 

, MET. Why ? 

THEO. He ’s here. 
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CATO, in black robes, enters. He stands w&h 
arms folded, looking at them aU. 

.MET. Well, sir ? 

POMPEY. Yes, Cato ? 

COEN, You ’ve heard ? Won’t you sit down ? 

CATO. So this IS the family party. Well, 
Pompey. Now F see the drags that hinder your 
honesty. \To julia.] You. The critic. You 
with neither art nor brain. Thmking you show 
both by condemning them in others. 

JULIA. Do you show art and brain by con- 
demning me ’ 

CATO. Look into your heart, woman. 

CATO {to METELLUs]. You, Sir. Tlic General. 
A tailor and a love affair made you a General. 
Not war. War does not make your kind. But 
you long for war. You would shriek your 
country into war, any day, sir, so that humble 
brave men might make pickings for you, 
invitations, gold, what you call love affairs, 
fame. {To theophanes, while metellus looks 
him up and dovm.\ I don’t know you, sir. 
{To pompey.] And you, the mischief-maker, 
the genius. Well, which of us was right, 
Pompey ? 

POMPEY, You were right. But I have acted 
more fnendly than Caesar. 

CATO. You have made the mischief. Can you 
unmake it ? . ^ 

POMPEY. Can you unmake it ? 

CATO. 1 ? 1 am going into Sicily. You 
forget. I aun Governor there. 
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eosN. But now. In this znoment of truce. 
Surely it can be remedied ? 

CA.TO. Yes. At a pnce. 

POMPEY. How ? 

CATO. You must go alone, on foot, to Csesar. 

POMPEY. Never. 

CATO. And tell hun that you come to save 
Rome from civil war ; that a man’s pride is a 
little thing to that, and that so you have put 
by your greatness. 

COEN. Ah 1 Ah ! [She watches pompey’s/occ. 
All turn to pompey.] 

POMPEY. No. I have been a King here. I 
have been like God here. Kings have come to 
me on their knees. Csesar. Ceesar’s. I mode 
Csesar by a stroke of my pen. No. Ah, no. 

CATO. Csesar would be shamed to tears, 
Pompey. Would not that victory content 
you ? 

POMPEY. I cannot. No, I cannot. 

CATO. Not to save Rome, Pompey ? 

POMPEY. No. I should be a mock. No. No. 

COEN. You would be a fire, Pompey, for all 
time. All the lamps of the world would be 
kindled at that nobleness. 

POMPEY. You wish it, too, dear heart ? 

COEN, [softly], I wish it. 

POMPEY [poking round]. To a young man 
whom I have made. Oh, Cato, Cato ! Is kmd- 
ness to a fnend only a bitter form o^ suicide ? 
[fie fumbles at the clasp of hts purple.] Very 
well, I will go, Marcus, [ffe flings his purple 
hsidei^ 
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CATO. I thought you were Pompcy the XiUle. 
I wronged you. 

MET. [to THEOPHANES.] So. {They eicehemge 
glances.'] 

POMPEY. Old man. Old man. 

[A noise imthovi. Cries. A sentry ca!tl$ 
‘ Halt.' Struggling. Shouts of ‘ StanH 
back.’ I^et me in’ The spears raOHe., 
The door is shaken. 

THEO. [opening door]. What ’s this ? [Pause.] 
Let him in, Sentry. 

Enter filthy Horseman, dust to the eyes, tottering. 
The door is left open, showing Soldiers. 

MET. One ol Caesar’s lancers. 

THEO. A deserter, ch ? 

THE MAN [gasping]. Which of you is the lord ? 
POMPEY [pouring wine for him]. I am he. 
Drink this. Take your time. What is it ? 

THE MAN [spilling his drink like a man half 
dead of thirst \ Caesar ! Caesar ! I escaped last 
night. Caesar ! 

CORN What ? 

THE MAN. He ’s crossed the Rubicon. With 
all his army. Marching on Rome. Be here in 
two days. [A pause. 

POMPEY [resuming his purple]. That settles 
it. There can be no treaty now. ' 

CORN. So war has begun. 

POMPEY [sadly]. There it is. Only it is mom 
terrible now. More temble than it was. [Ttum* 
ing to go.] It must be w'ar now to the end. , 
MET. [picking up the orders from the table and 
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them to command aUenUon\, And now. * 
To )Brindisi. \He walks briskly towards the door, 
but htdto opposite cato, at whom he glares, pou* 
tk^ and COBNSLIA halt to watch him,] Well, sir. 
My CtHiscript Father. Will you crawl before 
now, sir ? It IS long since a Roman bade 
bb to lick the dust before a traitor. You 
your kind may sue to such. Rome puts 
O^er thoughts mto our hearts. 

CATO. There are two Romes, Metellus. One 
built of brick by hodsmen. But the Rome I 
serve glimmers m the uplifted heart; it is a 
court for the calm gods, that Rome. Let me 
not shame that city. Advance the eagles. 

A VOICE WITHOUT. Present arms. 

[A trumpet blows a blast. 


Curtain. 
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ACT II 


Scene I 


Staff-oJUicer’ t ttnt at Purasgo WalU of plam caWiiUt. 
C'arwat door > unmng on nngi at bark H Smaller otnMt 
door at back L Table and ramp-rhatre, I!verj)tlii(Hff 
bare and eevere DuHiTiUb, Lenti 1.1.8, Tbkopiiank*> at 
the table 


DOMiTius. So it goes on. And Spain is lost. 
Look at this position here. Csesar has shut us 
in here like so many sheep in a pen. Has 
Pompey no pride ? Or has he grown besotted ? 

THEOFBANEs. Flaccus IS raiding Caesar's linds 
this morning. He will attack them in tihtee 
places. And break them. 

DOMi. [fiercely]. Flaccus is a boy. A whole 
year wasted, and half the empire lost. v 


Enter pompey hurriedly. They salute^ , 

POMPEY. Good morning. I have called jwtt 
all together to tell you of the loss of my Sptdiyul^ 
army, lately commanded by AfraaiiUs. We hM 
expected victory, from Afranius' letters, {jut 
we are soldiers. We know what Fortusus'i^.'in 
war. We are not merchants, to cast hiopt* 
failing. .5^’ 

i>OMi. We have given up Italy, and '* 
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AMca is invaded and Sidl^ 
1^ak0i We have given up and drawn baek 
•'Ifemwliere. And why ? lliat we might come 
tp be cooped up by an army half our size, 
to know why. We all want to know 

il^WPEY. I ronember Sulla saying that he 
make an army love him by talking to the 
^I»dvates occasionally. But that no amount of 
talking would make his generals love bis ideas. 
j|ki content. And bide my time. 

- UEHT. Magnus. I am not given to criticism ; 
bnt this biding time is ruin. We are losing 
allies ; we are losing Rome. Rome looked to you 
to crush this upstart. Instead of that you have 
let a rebellion grow into a civil war. You have 
watched your adherents stamped**' out piece* 
meal. You have done nothing. 

POMPEY. Wait. 


boia. We have waited for a year. 

POMFKY. I ask you to wait a little longer. 
XXST, Magnus, while we wait, the rabble is 
<^taroping out aristocracy throughout the world, 
rises.] 

POKFEY. Sit down, Lentulus. I tell you to 
The war is in my hands. 

) posa. War IS in the hands of the man who 
[He* thrusts aside the lesser door.] 
^ere. .^ong the crags there. By the pine- 
In that great red heap like an ;ron mine, 
is Caesar’s camp. I’ve been out there 
after night, worming over rocks and down 
lECcping my course by the stars, so that. 
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when a chance came, I could take an anmy 
into that camp blindfold. 1 ’ve a map here^ 
[Throws down a paper.] Those red dots are the 
sentries. Each dot was made at the risk of my 
heart's blood. I Ve grovelled in the earth 
before all those sentries, praying for the moon 
to go m, while they talked of their love-affairs, 
I 've seen the sergeant coming his rounds with 
a lantern, and shut my eyes lest they should 
gleam, and betray me. I could take that camp 
with two legions in the blackest night of the 
year. This war is breaking the world in two* 
And you send Flaceus with a corporal’s guard to 
pull down a hundred yards of paling. Justify 
that, before you tell me to wait. 

POMPEY. Flaceus is fighting the decisive battle 
of the war 

T.ENr. This IS trifling. [776* rises and moves 
away.] 

DOMT. The decisive. I will tell you what a 
decisive battle is. I took part m one for you at 
Massilia three months ago. At the end of that 
siege, there was no city. There were no people* 
Only some deathsheads dying of jilague, and a 
few madmen on the walls. And outside, there 
were towTrs flinging flies at us, and slings flings 
ing rocks at us, and miles of army coming up to 
tlie sack That was a decisive baffle. 

POMPEY. Domitius, when a man thinks fixedly 
of anything, desiring it with his w'hole nature, 
he creates a witch in the air, who eats that lust 
of his till she IS a strong pitiless devil. 

Domitius, you are given up to a devil, A 
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deV’il of lust for battle. But you are fiercer than 
a devil, for when there is no enemy you fight 
your friends, and when there are no friends you 
i^ht yourself. And when you have tom your* 
6^ bloody you fight ideas, not because you 
understand them, and hate them, but because 
Vjrhen you arc not fighting you are nothmg. I 
fear you, Domitius. A man’s friends arc those 
who understand his ideas, and advance them. 
You are Caesar’s friend, Domitius. 

noMi. [intensely]. You killed my brother, 
when you were a young man. For that, I 
swore to tear your heart out. You dined with 
me once, twenty years ago. You will not 
remember. I put my hand upon your shoulder. 
I had a knife in my other hand. I could have 
stabbed you to the heart. And theie you would 
have died, Magnus, in a mess of roses and 
spilled wine, before my old Maiian friends. 
But I saw that you were a better man than my 
brother. Something you said. I saw that you 
were what Rome wanted. [Pause. 

[Fiercely.] You know better than to call me 
Caesar’s friend. I ’ve made Caesar rock in his scat. 

POMPEY. You arc Caisar’s friend. Your heart 
beats pulse for pulse witli Caesar’s hcait. Vou 
malign me because my hands arc not red from 
butchery like* his. And at this moment, while 
you malign me, Flaccus is ending the war. 
Take no more thought of the war. The war is 
oyer. 

[The Generals draw to one side and talk apart 
for a moment. 
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POMFEY. Rome is the problem now. You 
would do well to think of Rome. This M the 
seventh popular rising since my boyhood. 
Seven desperate attempts to change in fifty 
years. Does that teach you nothing ? 

LENT. Theophanes. 

DOMi. Yes. 

THEO. Magnus. 

POMPEY. I offered Caesar a broken and dis- 
tracted Italy. He took it. A turbulent, use- 
less Spain. He took it. I have flung dovrn 
half a useless world, and he has gorged it and 
come on into the trap. I am camped in plenty, 
with six fleets ruling the seas. Caesar is trenched 
in mud, living on roots. Besieging me, you call 
it ? He has dug thirty miles of works. He has 
not enough men to guard ten miles. His men 
are exhausted and starving. He stays m those 
works duiing my pleasure ; no longer. He 
cannot force me to battle. He cannot raid my 
lines. He cannot go back to Rome. 

And I, with one slight thrust, am tumbling 
him into rum. 

Enter an Orderly with a despatch. He gvoee it 

to POMPEY. 

LENT. From Flaccus ? , 

noMi. You arc of the Fifth ? 

ORDEBLY. From Titus Pulcio, my lord. 

POMPEY. Very well. 

ORDERLY. Have you any orders, my lord ? 

POMPEY. No orders. Acknowledge. 

Orderly, salutMijg* 
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niEO. Is it important ? 

TOMPEY. Bead it. 

THEO. [reading]. From Titus Pulcio, legate, 
fifth legion, to Headquarters : ‘ The attack 

under Valenus Flaccus has been repulsed with 
heavy loss. The survivors have fallen back 
imon the old works, south of the river, where 
‘d^perate fighting is now going on. I am 
marching with what I have. The enemy is 
' dn force. Stragglers report position hopeless.’ 
DOMi. These thrusting youths want a lesson. 
Now, Magnus. Justify your plan, now. 

POMPEY. Wait. 

IJBNT. Wait ? Willie our right flank is being 
rolled up ? 

POMPEY. It would take Caesar two days to 
bring up enough troops to crush our right. 

DOMi. Surely you ivill smash this attacking 
force. 

POMPEY. It will exhaust itself. Caisar can 
neither reinforce it, nor replace it. I am 
fighting with the thought of Rome before me. 
I will not march back to Rome over corpses, in 
Sulla fashion. 

*DOMi. At least you will march back over those 
^hom we took last night. I killed those. 
POMPEY. You killed those men ? 
noMi. Tln!y were rebels, I tell you. Traitors. 
POMPEY. I will judge traitors. 

' DOMI. They were my own deserters. Dogs. 
I will serve all traitors so. And I tell you this. 
^ POMPEY. Not a word. You disgrace our 
i ’"cause, Domitius. [Pause, and change of voice,] 
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I may win this war, or this [shomng his gold 
eagle-clasp] may pay a camp-trull yonder. But 
whether I win or go down, those on my side 
shall act like knights of the bodyguard of God. 
See to it. 

Enter Chief Centurion cotta, battered. 

COTTA. I report the death of commander 
Flaccus, my lord. 

POMPEY. Killed ? 

COTTA. Yes, my lord. 

DOMi. That IS what happens in skirmishing. 
Nothing IS done, and the good man gets 
killed. 

COTTA. Wc were beaten back, my lord; the 
surprise faih‘d. 

POMPEY. Yes ? Well ? 

COTTA. Wc rushed then wall, tore up their 
palisades, and set file to two of the turrets. 
Then they surrounded us. I should think they 
had two legions on to us. We had to cut our 
way home. 

POMPEY. And 5 our commander ? 

COTTA. He was killed m the thick, my lord« 
After our storm, wc weic driven back on to tn6 
palisades. The pales were all on fire, all along^v 
the line, burning hard. I looked one minute 
and saw him backed right up againSt the flames, 
with a dozen Thracians. They had a whole 
troop of lancers stabbing at them. I got within 
a few paces of him, trying to bring him off, but 
the fireballs burst so thick one couldn’t sec. 
My men were being cut to pieces, the cavalry 
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wastmtting in on our rear, and there came a rush 
of spearmen which swept me off the rampart. 
I saw his body falling back into the fire, all lit up. 
But we could never get near the place again. 
They cut us to pieces down on the flat. They 
lulled eight hundred of us. 

UBNT. A severe repulse. 

DOMi. Wasted. Wasted lives. Utterly use- 
less, wicked waste. 

POMPEY. And then ? What happened then ? 

COTTA. They drove us back into the old works 
by the river ; over the outer wall into the ditch. 
\PaU8e.'\ Wc were jienncd up in the ditch like 
beasts in a slaughter-house. They swarmed 
up above us on the wall, pelting us. We were 
below them, grinding in the mud, huddled like 
sheep. , Men will always huddle when they have 
no room to use their shields. It was so fierce, 
that I thought our men would break. But wc 
' could not break. We were shut in. We were 
so pushed together that the dead could not fall. 
And being pressed man to man gave us a kind of 
courage. I got up on a heap whcie the wall had 
fa^en. I wanted to see. I could see all a wave 
of red plumes where Cesar's Gauls were pressing 
Up, calling to their horses. Arr. Arr. There 
was a roar everywhere like ice breaking up in 
the spring. Behind their main attack they were 
making a way through the wall for their horse. 
Every now and then their picks flashei} and the 
^rth came scattering down. It was worst at 
tbe gate. The noise of the axes on the gate was 
like a ship-yard. They brought up a tree to 
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batter it, and every time the j ran at it, -you 
could see the wood give, m great splinters. 

There was a little grey centurion by the gate. 
I could not sec his legion, for his had been 

smashed by a stone ; but I think he was of the 
fifth. He had a green scarf over his shoulder. 
He was down under the gate shoring it up with 
baulks. About a dozen naked Gauls c warmed 
up on to the wall above lum, singing their paean. 
They hurled down darts right on to h»m. The 
darts stiuck the earth all round him, till the 
pebbles wore flying m his face He had no 
shield. Only a camp-follower, who held the 
wood tvhilc he lammed it m with a maul. And 
every time the batteieis lan in, those two 
stopped work, and clicered, and flung the 
darts back, and then diove in another pile. 1 
thought we wcic lost , but it was our fight, my 
loid. 

Foi I hoaid fifes, playing ‘ The Day Zama/ 
and men singing. It was a cohort of the fifth, 
marching to sup]iort our left (lank. They came 
on slowlv, m line, with then heads up, and the 
fifes pla> mg. The centurions led them, singing, 
marching well ahead. It was a fine thing to 
see those men coming on Their ranks were so 
locked that the oak-trees on then shields made 
a green breastwoik acioss their front. It was 
our fight after that. We caught them in the 
outer ditch. The ditch is choked with them. 
Caesar lost a full thousand there m the ditch. 
They were broken. We shook them to the h#*art. 
They will not face us again, my lord, for a long 
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t irue. Nor any enemy. Ceesar will have trouble 
wiih them. 

POMPEY. Very well, Cotta. 

COTTA. They aij sending m the body with a 
trumpet, my loid. 

POMPEY, \ cs ! Send me the returns of killed 
and wounded and the centui ions’ reports. Your 
legion ^^lll stand no watch to-night See that 
your men rest Older wine from the sutlers 
for them. 1 will speak to them tu-night. 

COTTA. Thank you, mv lord. 

w r goes 07iU saluting. 

DOMi. One moment Cotta 

[III goes out, after him. 

THEO. Csesar is sending a trumix*t. Can he 
be suing for pcacf* 

LENT, Why should he sue for j)cacc after a 
skirmish ? 

POMPEY It was the pricking of a bubble- He 
IS suing for peace And if I giant peace, I 
sfiall h "V these to tight And il 1 refuse peace, 
tins ruin will go on 

THEO. Do wx* rceeivf^ this trumpet ? 

Enter domitius. 

ooMi. Magnus, Csesar is in disorder, flis 
men are leaving the trenches He is withdraw- 
ing His south walls aie abandoned already. 

POMPEY. Yes. He has learned his lesson. 

He must pay them now for the life kliey have 
9 pent for him. He cannot pay them. The 
mo i that he can do is to save them from the 
result of lus insanity. 
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THEO, He can retreat. 

POMPEY. How can he retreat ? He cannot 
retreat. Where can he go ? My navies hold 
the sea. To the north there are savage tribes. 
The south is blocked by my garrisons. I am^ 
here in the west with my army. And to the east 
lies Metellus, with another army. 

He has one chance of saving them. He can 
sue for peace. 

DOMi. You are not going to receive this herald ? 

POMPEY. Yes. Rome must have peace. 

If Caesar will make submission 

DOMi. rA surrender will be useless. 

THEO. Capsar must be destroyed. 

LENT. How will you settle Rome, with Caesar 
. alive ? 

POMPEY. This war has gone on all my life. 
Sulla’s method failed. Catiline’s method failed. 
They shall not be tried again. Rome shall be 
settled this time finally. 

DOMI. It you hesitate to strike now, you are a 
traitor, Magnus. 

POMPEY. I have made my plan. 

[Sternly.] I will abide by it. To your place. 
Murmur no more. 

No little gust of passion shall set me wavering. 

[A Voice Without and a trumpet. 

VOICE. Present aims. Port ’arms. Pass 
friend. Present arms. 

POMPEY. Life is nothing. It is the way of life 
which IS so much. Enter there. 

COTTA [entering]. The body, my lord. With 
the trumpet. 
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En&r Bearers with the body of valebius flac- 
> cus. COTTA, and the others salute the 

■ corpse. Then, with a solemnity of trumpets 
blowing points of ceremony, marcus acilius 
enters, led by two Centurions. He is 
I blindfolded, cotta, the Bearers and the 
Centunons go out, when the handkerchief is 
removed. 

ACluus. I bring back your soldier, Cneius 
Pompey. 

FOMPEY. You bring a message ? 

ACIL. I come from Ca?sar. 

POMPEY. Well ? 

ACIL. He asks you to end this war. The gods 
have given you an equal measure of victory. 
You have both lost and won half the Roman 
world. Now that the world is shared between 
you, you can consent to a peace. To-morrow, if 
fortune favour one of you, the fortunate one will 
think himself too great to parley. [Pause.^ 
Caesar asks tha t a peace may be concluded. If 
you will undertake to do the same, he will make 
public oath to disband his army within three 
^ys. That is his proposal. 

POMPEY. More than a year ago, the Senate 
ordered Caesar to disband las troops. That 
decree still stands disrogaided. I cannot treat 
with a rebel. Caesar must obey that decree and 
submit to the Senate’s mercy. 

ACIL. The quarrel is between you and Caesar, 
Btagnus. 

POMPEY. Not at all. I represent the Senate. 
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ACiii. Your party of the Senate, whiob 
party does not recognise. 

POMPEY. These are the facts, Acilius, Csesar 
has attacked Republican rule. He has failed. 
I make it a condition of treaty that he acknow- 
ledge Republican authority. 

ACiL. Cnesar has never denied that authority. 
He is in arms against a perversion of that autho- 
rity by unscrupulous men. That he seeks to 
end the Republic is denied by my presence here, 
asking for peace. Cicsarisnosuitortoyou. That 
great mind is its own suflicicnt authority. Fare- 
well, Magnus [Going* 

[At door.] You will grant peace if Csesar 
kneels in the dust. Verv well. Rome is more 
to him than honour. H(‘ will kneel in the dust, 
in the most public place in Rome. He will 
submit himself, body and cause, to the judgment 
of the Roman people there assembled. 

Will that suflicc ? 

POMPEY. No 

The mob has no voice in this matter. The 
mob must be taught to obey its rulers. Cassar 
must submit to the Senate 

ACiL. Then the blood will be on your hands, 
Magnus [Going. 

POMPFY It will suffice if Ca'sar surrender to 
myself in the presence of both armies. But a 
public act of submission must be made. Other- 
wise it will be thought that Caesar drove us from 
Italy, and forced us to accept his terms. That 
I cannot allow. 

ACIL. I am to tell Cscsar that you refuse. 
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From fear of what the world may 

' You count that a little thing, the 

thought of the world ? For what else are we 
fighting; but to control the thought of the 
WOtld ? What else matters, Acihus ? 

' You think that I am fighting to be a master 1 
Not so. I am fighting because I know what 
Csesar wants. I have watched his career step 
by step. Cflcsar means to be king. He has 
bribed the rabble to crowm him. 

You see only the brilliant man, winning — 
what he has the power to win. 1 look beyond 
that man. I see Rome under a secret, bloodj 
domination and a prey to future Coisars. Thai 
shall not be. 

I am an old man, now, Acilius. I have beer 
fighting this battle all my life. I hope now tc 
end it. You have heard my terms. 

\He strikes a gong 

A pause. Enter a Centurion. 

Do you accept them or refuse them ? Tak< 
your time. 

Pause. 

ACiif. I refuse them. 

POMPEY [/o Centurion J. You will take thi 
, Gemella legion, dnv'e in Caisar’s outposts anr 
bum the works. [Exit Centurion 

ACIE. There is no voice for peace, (hen. ] 
hhve failed. Now that my task is done, ma^ 
I ffpeak with you privately ? 
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POMPEY. Yes. On a private matter* Is your 
business pnvate ? 

ACiL. Yes. It IS private. 

POMPEY \to Generals]. Leave us. 

{Exit Generals* 

[To ACiLius.] Be brief. 

ACIL. My mother married you, years ago. 

She was dragged by force from my father so 
that you might be propped by a vote the more. 
She died of a broken heart, in your bed. 

You have taken worse props, now. These 
nobles. They are using you to stamp out 
democracy, so that they may plunder m peace 
for another fifty years. 

And when you have done their task : when 
the war is over — 

POMPEY [taking up gong\ Icannot listen to this. 

ACIL. — you plan to make just those reforms 
for which Caesar is fighting. You mean to 
cripple the aristocracy. And they will stop 
you. Domitius hates you. Metellus fears you. 
Lentulus is jealous of you. They are planning 
to get rid of you, even now. [Paus^^ 

Get rid of them, Magnus. Take Caesar as your 
friend. End the war. Drive them out. 

POMPEY. And after ? 

ACIL, You could make Rome what you please. 

[ POMPEY strikes the gong. 

Re-enter Generals, 

POMPEY. And after ? [Pause.\ Your party 
shall submit to mine. [He untes a few words,} 
You may take this to Caesar. [(rives writingij. 
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^ Gi^e this man safe conduct. 

ACjh, I am going, Magnus. I shall not see 
ydu 0gain. [theophanes goes out 

POMPEY [who has turned away\ Well ? 

AClXi. Pnde IS a mean thing in the presence of 
death. To-day you arc great, and the kings 
1>ring tribute to you. To-morrow you may be 
this, only this, praised by the worm. 

^Showing corpse, 

POMPEY. You talk of the presence of death. 
Man, I am in the presence of life, and death ’s 
a pleasure to it. 

COTTA and Centurions enter with theophanes. 

They salute. 

Who cares what I may be ? I may be carrion. 
But while I am man, and carry a faith in me, I 
will guard that faith See this man through 
the lines. 

[With a solemn hlowtng of a point of cere- 
mony, cotta and the Centurions go out, 
leading acilius, hhndjolded. Murmurs, 

, Acclamations 

[The Generals eye pompky. He walks to the 
body and looks at it, 

POMPEY. Poor boy. You have gone a loi«g 
way from this inn. 

When you were born, ^oinon kissed you, and 
watphed you as you slept, and prayed lor you, 
as women do. When you learned to speak, they 
p^raised you ; they laughed and weie so tender 
with you, even when they were in pam. And to- 
night you will wander alone, where no woman’s ^ 
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love can come to you, and no voice 6pcafc tit> 
you, and no grief of ours touch you to an answei:'. 

The dead must be very lonely. 

DOMi. [coming forward and looking at the 
That ? Why be sad at that ? 

He was marked for it. [Quietly,] MagnU$« 
I have something to say. I give you full credit 
for what you ha\’^e done. You were right. But 
not so right as I would have been. Destruction 
what war ’s lor. Still. It has happened. Now 
there is Rome. How arc you gouig back to 
Rome without the moral support of a victory ? 

LENT In Rome, it is said openly that you 
have been shufllcd aliout at Caisar’s will. , , 

TJiEo And that wc have been beaten in every 
battle 

POM PE Y. What is that noise, there ? 

[C? les oj y iciof y ' Clapping, Trumpets. A 
cry of ‘ Present Anns ’ The spears rattle. 

Enter lucti^s lucceius, ui the civil dress^ 

i.LNT Lueceiiis 

IHKO. Liiems Lucceius. 

[lucckuts stands looking at them silently. Ue 
salutes the bodify and advances slowly. ’ 

LiacKius [slowly \, I salute you, Cneius Pom- 
pcy. I come fiom Rome 

POM Pi Y \Miat new s do > ou bring from Rome? 

LUec. News uf >our tiiuniph. Magnus. 

Caesar’s army, under Curio, invaded Africa. 

Curio IS killed. Ills army is destroyed. 
Africa IS saved to us. [He lakes a laurel wreathe 
* The Roman people send me with tins wreatht 
Magnus. [Ue offers i/, with reverent 
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roaiFiiY [taking the wreath and laying it on 
^tiACCUs’ head]. Once, long ago, I played with 
yoti* By the fish-pools at Capua, watching the 

V * You asked me for my purple, that glittering 
day long ago, [He lays his purple over flaccus,] 
All things for which men ask are granted. A 
wrolpd may be a star or a spear for all time. This 
is the day of my triumph, it seems. 

[A distant trumpet winds. It winds again. 

' THEO. There is a horn blowing. 

FOMPEY. It IS blowing like a death-horn. 

DOMi. It IS a Roman call. 

In Ceesar’s camp. 

[DOMrniTs flings aside the canvas. 

It is the ‘ Prepare to March.’ He is in retreat. 
His huts are burning. They arc winding out 
upon the road there. They arc floundering up 
the pass. Two thousand horse could ruin 
them, 

‘ POMPEY. Rum is not my province. Let them 
destaroy themselves. They are w^andering out 
into the w^ilds without hcait, without hope, with- 
out plan. That is the foilornest march ever 
called by trumpets. There is death in cv^^ry 
heart there already Well. We shall follow 

Call the chief centurions. 

[thkofhanFvS goes to the door, to the 
' Sentry withouL 

We win. 

^[Going to the bodij.] Ami to-night w^c shall be 
lUaT>jhlug from this jjoor earth, pursuing Caesar, 
marchiug to many trumpets, under the stars, ^ 
dugiug as we march. 1 shall end Sulla’s war. 
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now. But we will kill the rebellion, remettlb9, 
not those Romans. 

The Chief Centurions enter. ' 

A trumpeter there. Strike camp. Prepaid ^ 
to march. [A Centurion going otU, coUs^ 

Take up the body. 

1st centurion. 

Man IS a sacred city, built of marvellous earths 
2nd cp:nturion. ^ 

^ Life was lived nobly here to give this body birth. 
:1rd centurion. 

Something was in this brain and in this eager 
hand. 

4 III CENTURION. 

Death is so dumb and blind, Death cannot 
understand. [They lift the bier* 

Death drifts the brain with dust and soils the 
young limbs’ glory. 

Death makis women a dream and men a 
traveller’s story, + 

Death dnvts the lov(‘ly soul to Avander under 
the skv, 

Dc a Ih opens unknown dooi s. It is most grand 
to die 

[ They go out^folloieed by roM pe y. lentulus, 

DOM ITT us, TIIEOPHAM.S and LUCCEIUS 
remain. 

[A^otc without comes a shaking blast from a* 
trumpet. It is taken up and echoed by 
many trumpets, near and far, blowing the ' 
legionary calls, iiU the aa rings. 

Curtain. 
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Scene II 

Thetanu, Taper light Davmlatir. PoMPBVtmfm^ 

> Enter Lucosit'S 

VOCC. Not sleeping, Magnus ? 

POMPEY. I have had evil dreams. 

Are you from Rounds ? 

Is all quiet ? 

tucc. Yes. 

There is a light near Caesar’s camp. They arc 
burning their dead. 

Our scouts took two lancers. They say 
that Caesar’s men are djiiig. Of fever and 
hunger. 

POMPEv. Yes. He must surrender within a 
few days. And so they aie burning their dead ? 

Lucc. Yes, 

.POMPEY. Now we have Rome to settle. 

[Vause. 

T lie awake, thinking. 

What are we, Lucceius ’ 

LUCC. Wlio knows 'i Dust with a tragic 
purpose. Then an end. 

POMPEY. No. But w hat moves us ? 

I saw a madman in Egypt. He w’as eyeless 
with stanng at the sun lie said that >doas 
come out of the East, like locusts. They settle 
on the nations and give them life ; and then puss 
on, dying, to the wilds, to end in some sciatch on 
a^ne, by a cave-man’s fire 

I have been thinking that he was wise, perhaps. 
Sipme new swarm of ideas has been settling on 
Rome. A new kind of life is being bom. A^ 
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new spirit. I thought a year ago that it wai » 
crying out for the return of kings, and personal ) 
rule. I see now that it is only erj’^ing out for ^ 
tyrant to sweep the old life away. .v 

Rome has changed, Lucceius. Outwardly, ' 
she IS the same, still. A city w^hich gives priteis 
to a few great people. A booth where the rabble 
can sell their souls for biead, and their bodies 
for the chance ol plunder Inwardly, she is a 
great deinociatic power struggling with obsolete 
laws. 

The crowd must have moie power. 

Lucc [siirpyised] That would be a denial of 
your whole life, Magnus. 

You have been crushing democracy for forty 
years. 

POMPKY I have crushed rebellions. I mean 
now to eiusli their cause. 

There must be a change. A great change. 

Enter metellus, domituts, lentulus. 

LUCC. [givinfi paper] This is my report. [He 
salutes and goes At the door he pauseSy looking 
out] The pyie is still burning. They must be 
dying like flies [Ewit 

METELLUS [as the Generals sit facing POMPnv]. 
Cspsar has sent to me privately, Magnus, to beg 
me to ask teims from you. I sent back his 
letter without comment. 

The war is over ; but wc arc not yet secure. 
We shall have to garrison the jirovinces for some 
years with men wliom we can trust. 

, Spam and Gaul are arranged for among 
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Oittrselves. It is the lesser appointments. Mag- 
nus» 1 want your voice, on behalf of Lucius 
Toditanus. I was thinking of sending him as 
’Vny deputy into Asia. 

tOMKEY. Is tliat the soldier Tuditanus, who 
did so well under you ? [To domitius. 

' DOMI. No. His nephew. 

MET. He ’s a young man on my personal 

staff. 

« POMPEY. lias lie qualified for the pra?torship ? 
MET. No. Not in the strict legal sense. 
But he was of the greatest use to me m Asm. 
He would be competent. 

POMPEY. In what way was he of use to you ? 
MET. In the collection of tribute, when they 
disputed our assessments. They hoped to 
wrangle in Court, without paying, till Caisar 
saved them. Tuditanus stopped that. He 
judged the claims on the spot, and the tax was 
paid, or distrained, theie and then pfteii the 
patrols did not have to unsaddle. And as we 
needed the money quickly, the system was of 
great use to me. 

POMPEY. Yes. But the law is plain, Metcllus. 
A prsetor and a prador’s deputy represent Rome. 
It is a responsible office. They judge and 
govern in Rome's name Men must be trained 
for it. Wliat has Tuditanus done, besides tins 
. tax collection, that tiie laws should be broken 
for him ? 

LENT, His father has made many, sacrifices 
|or us. 

, i’OMPEY. There is a growing belief m Rome 
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that a sacrifice should be a good investment. 

Anything else ? ^ 

MET. He lb one of those brilliant young men, 
of proved loyalty, for whom we ought to pro- 
vide. I reeoinmend him to you. ^ 

POMPEY. Tiiat is much in his favour. But 
I want proof that he can govern. Tell me,' 
Mctcllus, Where has he shown administrative 
talent 

MKT. lie has not shown it. lie is a man*.^ 
whom we ought to bind to us. He would soon 
leani We could give him a staff of old soldiers,^ 
to steady him, at first 

POMPEY. lias he any j^ow cr of command ? 
Whore has he served 

DOM I He was in the hors^* for a time, in Lycia. 

POMPEY {to AfETEELUb] Wliat rccommciided 
him to you t 

MET. Never mmd the ment. I am contending 
for the principle, that oui friends must be 
rewarded. 

POMPEY. Yes. But prjctorian power. NO. 
lie must qiiahrv. 

I.ENT Before you r«*jeet him, will you not see 
linn Metellus and Domitius would not re- 
commend him without giave reason. I might 
say, without uigt*iit reason 

POMPEY I want ail imperative reason. With- 
out that, it wT)uld be a gioss act of favouritism. 
And illegal As foi the icsiilts, we have seen 
such jira'tors We should have n rising, and 
possibly a fiontici war. No Tuditanus cannot 
be proptor. 
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^ , WHS, Remember, Magnus. Tuditanus is one 
/'of many. Others are in the same position. 
^ With a right to expect employment. 

' |*OMPEY. Peace will try Ihcir quahty. 

' There are men with Ca'sar Avilh a right to 
expect employment. 

' [The Generals look at each other and 

• ' sigh. 

DOMI. There is another point. Wc arc going 
* back to Rome. Rome is lu a rebellious, un- 
settled state. Wc must sceme ourselves. 

I ask that every man of any standing in 
^Rome be brought to trial, even if he have re- 
mained neutral If the rebels have attacked 
authority, the neutrals have ignored it. And 
both must siiffei Rebellion must be stamped 
out. paper. 

The four hundred mep in this list have 
actively lielped the rebellion There can be no 
question of tiial for them. I ask that they be 
put to death. 

, POMPEY. That IS out of the question. War 
will end when Ciesar surrenders. I cannot 
allow reprisals. I w'anl Rome settled. 

LENT. Perhaps you will exjilam how you plan 
to administer Rome . . when we return 

MET. [softly^ There will bi* an amnesty for 
offences oomniitted ? 
pompeY. Yes. 

' XioMi. You will pardon these rebels ? 

‘ POMPEY. If they submit. . 

•i LENT, [sloivbj]. Will you allow them to help in 
the reconstruction ? 
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POMPEY [hotly]. Yes. Power is in too ’ 
hands. There must be a change in Rome. 1 
would have these four hundred firebrands made 
Senators, to help us make the change wisely. 

MET. So. 

DOMi. Magnus. There is only one way of 
settling Rome. By showing her who is msstdr 
m a way which she ’ll remember. 

LENT. Any dallymg with these rebels will 
leave us where we were before Hated, aUd' 
flouted by the rabble, and in danger from it. 
Losing our privileges, one by one. Losing our 
possessions and our power. Magnus, I would, 
ask you to weigh this proposal very carefully. 
It affects the future of the patrician idea. 

POMPEY. And of Rome. What kind of future 
do you expect from a massacre like this ? I 
will tell you what you will get. You will drive 
these four hundred firebrands into the Provinces, 
where it will take five years of war to crush 
them. 

No. I’ll go back with peace. Not a man’ 
shall be touched. 

LENT. Before we go back with peace, we 
must end the war. I have had letters from 
Rome 

Popular voiee in Rome says that we have 
feared to risk a battle. That the war drags on, 
when it eould be ended in a day. 

That we dare not kill these representatives of- 
the people. 

That IS a dangerous spirit in a city which we 
jfxe about to rule. That spirit can only be 
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by decisive success. We must go back 
victory. A battle is certain victory to 
(ouraelves. We ask you to give battle. 

* MBT. We have asked tins before, without 
success. We ask it now, feeling it to be a grave 
,need. Lentulus has mentioned it as a political 
j expedient. I add to that this, that our treasury 
’ is nearly empty. We have no means of raising 
' more money. We have diained Spain and 
* Asia for years to come. And your inactive plan 
' of campaign has killed our credit. We must 
fight. We cannot afford to keep the Held for 
another month. 

POMPEY. Cajsar cannot keep the field for 
another week. 

nOMi. Cecsar w ill drag on, day by day, till the 
com is ripe. It is not many days now to harvest. 
You let his men get a full provision and you w’ill 
see how long they will keep the field. I could 
break that impostor’s strength with the horse 
' alone. 

POMPEY. I can break his strength without 
risking a liic. I will not give battle, lie 
thankful that wc can end siicli a war with so 
little bloodshed. [The (Generals rise. 

, OOMI. You are the oldest, Lentulus. 

tENT. It may lose us votes, remember. You 
are the most popular 

MET. Perhaps I should do it. I am related. 

' " POMPEY. \^’hat do you wish to say ? 

' MET. Magnus. I have to speak to .you. 

>5 You love power too well. 

Your command ends with the war. 
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You have tried to prolong your eoTatximA , 
by neglecting to end the war* 

But the war is over. 

You plan now to retain command while you , 
impose your will upon the State. That ia a 
menace to the Republic. We have been forced 
to convoke tlie Senate to discuss it. 

The Senate has sanctioned the appointment of 
Tuditanus, and the list of the proscribed. It 
also commands that you give battle to C&esar. 

[He gives a paper. 
[poMPEY walks up stage dowly^ then down, 
lie stands at tabky jt anting them. 

POMPEY. Wliat do you expect me to say, 
Conscript Fathers ? That 1 refuse to obey tWs 
order ? 

I could rcluse. 

If I were Caesar, or Lentiilus, or you, Domi- 
tius, or Metcllus, I should refuse. 

And my soldiers, or Caesar’s there, would 
work my will on a Senate wdiieh had so insulted 
me. 

But I am Pompey the Great I am bound by 
my military oath. 

Do not tiiink to humble me. Death is a little 
thing to the loss of conscience 

Death is easier than life to me. 

But even if I die, Rome will be a prey to 
unscrupulous men. 

Th(‘ic IS no hope for Rome. She ends herOi, 
Disastei begins. 

But for me, you would now be beggars at 
^Caisai's doors. I saved Rome from Csesar. 
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AT)d now Rome is to beg her life from you. 
You have used Pompey the Great to ruin 
her. 

. But you have first to fight for licr. 

' You shall give your sm a dignity, by risking 
your lives for it. [He stn^ the gong. 

Enter an Aide. 

! [To Aide.] Give the signal for battle. 

[Exit Aide. 

' You have your will, now. 

, This is the end. 

And at the end, think what it is which you 
destroy. 

Rome IS nothing to you. Only the reward of 
greed, and hate, and piidc. 

The city where justice was born. 

Look beyond vour passions, at what Rome is. 
It is the state of Rome, not jiussion, whieh con- 
cerns us noM . 

A little while ago she was a market- town, 
governed by farmers. Now she inks Europe. 

And in herself no change. Ciamped still. 
Fettered. The same laws. The same rulers. 
Like iron on her heart 

And forty ytais ol ci\il war. All my life. 
A blind, turbulent heaving towards fiec- 

dom. 

' [Without, a confused noise as of many men 
stirring from sleep. Shouted orders are 
clearly heard above the murmur. 

, THE ORDERS. Fall in. Dress. Cohort. By^ 
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the right. Cohort, to the left, wheel. Eyes 
left. Cohort. Filers, three paces to the——' 
Attention, etc., etc. Cohort. Salute, cte. 

[/n a momenfs silence a trumpet blows out- 
side the tent. Cheering. 

POMPEY. Five minutes ago I had Rome's 
<futurc in my hand. She was wax to my seal. 

I was going to free her 

Now IS the time to free her. You can tear 
the scales and the chains from her. You can *“ 
make hci a State so splendid that Athens would 
be a dust-heap to her. 

You will not. 

You will drive her back three centuries, «o 
that you may wreak your passions on her. 

Go on, then Dcstioyhcr Or be destroyed. 

Whether you win or lose, Rome ends. 

[A pause. Orders without. 

ORDERS The cohoits mil advance in 

Cohort, halt. Ground arms Attention. Form 
four deep. Attention By the right. Quick 
maich. Cohort. Cohort. To the left. Turn. 

DOMi What ordeis have j'ou ? 

[For the next minute or two a noise of troops 
moving. 

POMPEY. You have fought this battle many 
times in your hearts. [He flings the doors wide, 
showing a bright dawn j Now you w'lll fight it 
in earnest You will fight the wild beasts whom 
I could have starved like beasts. 

Go to your divisions. 

[The Generals go out silently. POMPEY 
stands by the tabic. 
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,, OKQEBS. Cohort. Halt. Ground arms. At* 
t^tiion. Form four deep. Cohort. Left turn. 

l^nUr FHiup. POMPEY doe$ mi look at him. 
Fifes of a cohort pass. 

. PHiUP. Do you want me, my lord ? 

POMPEY [turning]. Can you sing, Philip ? 
PHILIP. Smg, my loid ? 

POMPEY. Yes. 

* PHILIP. I don't know, my lord. 

POMPEY. What was that song wc had ? That 
night in the Asian wars, when we broke Mith- 
ridates ? 

PHILIP. Me to sing it, my lord ? 

POMPEY. About something coming to an end. 
PHIUP [hesitating]. I don’t know whether I 
can, my lord. 

POMPEY. Smg. 

PHIUP. I ’ll try, my lord. [He repeats. 

. Though we are ringed with spears, though the 

i last hope is gone, 

Romans stand firm, the Roman dead look on. 
Before our sparks of life blow back to him 
. who gave. 

Bum clear, bravo hearts, and light our path- 

* way to the grave. 

POMPEY. Take my purjde, Philip. 

[He flings his purple aside. 
A. CENTUMON. Eyes left. Salute. 

A COHORT PASSING. Hail ! Pompcy. Im- 
perator. [Trumpets. 


Curtain. 
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ACT III 


The Poop of a Merchanlman of the Firjit Cm^urp Jt.O. 

Oh each the bulwark of a painted green There 

are or gangways ^ in thru bulwarks, so t^t people* 

may go down the ships side into boats ‘i 

At hark of stage, the poop-rail, also painted ]green A 
wooden belfry with a hell stands upon the mtd^dle qf the 
poop-rail \ 

On each side oj the bell is a ladder leading down td the main 
de(h (laps iu the poop^rail allow people to ^ reach the 
poop by thes( laddn fi | 

Abort the detk^ sloping from amidships like a kent, %s an 
awning of blue and white haftas This avmni^ has a flap, 
whuh falls at hail* of sfaip, hiding the poojp from the 
maw deik (in both sidts of the stage thf\ awnxug ts 
M eared by tstopf, to yayh atone the ship a buluartks 
in the (entre of the staqe {if the theatre stage u so built) nr 
a hatrhuay, surioundfd by a taised a kite rim or voaminy* 
This leads datin to tfa cabins 

Behind t( is a mast (painted * mast iolour’) uh^di rises up 
through the au ning \ 

Hound the mast is a square of timben, hke a /i/W< fence. 
These are the bitts, to vhuh the rnnning rtg^ng ts be- 
layed ) 

Stout ropes and bloiks lead along thr mast I 

Attendant'^, Sailors, et( , eh , ktep always to (he U larboard 
side out of resped to roMPFY, u hn usts the itfeather, or 
honouruhu side / 

At the rising of tht iudatn Captain ts standtifig by poop^ 
rail, looking at the meji at uorh Jorward Tjhe Boy hMi 
up the awmng so that he can ste under it ^ 

THU ciiANTYMAN [Scard oJ}, amtd> a click of 
pow/s]. Old Pompcy lost Pharbulia 11 ght. 
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TOE SAILORS. [Heaving at the fortvard capstan.] 

Mark well what I do say. 

TOE CHANTY. 

Old Pompey lost Pharsaha fight. 

THE SAILORS. 

And Cjesar now is the world’s delight. 

And I ’ll go no moic a-roving, 

With Pompey tlie (ireat. 

A-roving A-roving. 

Since roving ’s been my ru-i-n, 

I ’ll go no more a-rovmg 
With Pompey the Great. 

THE MATE [from far f Of ward] Avast heaving. 
Walk back. [Pause.] Unship your bars 

THE CAPTAIN. That '11 do, boy. [Boy drops 
awning ] Now \vc ’re riding to a single anchor. 

THE BOY. Yes, sii. 

THE CAPT. [kindly]. D’ you know what little 
port that is yonder 

THE BOV No, sir 

THE CAPT. That \ Pelusnirn, in Kgyiil. This 
is the Nile. 

THE BOY. I.> tins where the Kmg of Egypt 
lives, sir ? 

THE CAPT [pointing] Over Nondcr. Where 
all those soldicis aii That ’s the Kmg 

of Egypt IS. Young King Pb»)emy, whom Poin- 
pey sent the letter to, after I'lesar beat him 

THE BOY. Why does Pompi y eome to him, 
sir ? He ’s only a boy. 

THE CAPT. It was through Pompey ho became 
king. And there are lots of Pompey’s old 
soldiers yonder. An army of them 

I 
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THE BOY, What a lot of ships, sir. 

THE CAPT. [anxiously]. Ye-cs. A lot of ships. 
THi: BOY. They must be men of war, sir. 
There ’s a bugle. Oh, look, sir, at those big 
galleys, llaik at the bugles. [Duglc-calls off.] 
Is that to call the slaves, sir ^ 

THE (APT. [looking unde? the sharp of his hand]. 
Is that a boat putting off fiorii the flagship ? 
That big gall( v ruaresl to us 

TiiF BOY Yes, Si! Don’t tliev pull well, sir ? 
Th(*y ’re eoniiiig to us 

Tiir CAP! Quick Gc t the i< d side -ropes rove. 
[The Iloy rurts sidi-ropis, uhuh he takes 
Jrotn locher by the ^ansirvay 
THE Bcn [at his reoWiJ Tliey >o hailing us, sir. 
A CRY. Ship ahoy ! Aho\, jou ! 

TiiL i'W'i Huiloh ’ 

A CRY What ship js that 

THE CAP'i. Tlie Foitinic From Cvpius. 

A CRY Ifav(‘ \ou Loid Poin|)t\ aboard you ? 
THi: c\Pi. \es. Loid l\jmj)t\ ’s aboard us, 
Down below'. [Pause. 

THE B()\. They seem lo be talking together, 
su. 

A (’iiY When did \ou lenvt Fyprus 

THE CAPT. [humbly] At noon, sn, yesterday'. 

[J pause. 

A CRY D’ ye liear theie You ’rc not to 
send any boat ashore. 

THE CAPT. Ay, ay, my lord. 
iHE BOY They’re pulling back to the ship, 
sir 

THE CAPT. [irsttly] Quick. Dip our streamer. 
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Dip our streamer, boy. Don’t you know enough 
for that ? [The Boy runs aft and dips the 
stream&r,\ Again. Now. Once more. Here. 
[He beckons.] Go below quietly, and sec if Lord 
Pompey ’s stirring. [The Boy goes down the 
hatch. The Captain walks up and down, uneasily 
looking at the distant ships ] No. No. I don’t 
like it. [He shakes his head ] I wish we were 
out of it. [Re-enter Boy j Well, lad ? 

THE BOY. Yes, sir Lord Pompey 's up, sir. 

THE CAiT All [Kindly ] You 'll be able' to 
tell them, wlun vou get home, that you were 
shipmates with Pompey the Great. 

THE BOY. Yes, sir. 

THE CAPT. That ’s what comes of being a 
sailor. 

THE BOY. Please, sir 

THE (’APT "i'es, b()\ 

THE BOY, What IS the name of that mountain, 
sir ? 

THE CAPT, That ’ That 's Mount Cassius. 
There ’s a tale about that mountain Some- 
thing about a king. Or some one to die there. 
I forget Heic What are they doing aboaid 
those gallevs ’ 

THE BOY. Thej are filling full of sohhers. 
Soldiers aic jmtting off to them in boats. 

THE CAPS, [striking the bell once]. Mr. Mute, 
there 1 

THE MATE [below, otU of sight]. Sir. 

* 

Enter Mate. 

THE CAPT. Oh, Mr. Mate. Here, boy. What 
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are you listening at ? Go forward. And if you 
want to see your mother again, you pray. Pray 
that King Ptolemy ’ll let you. [Exit Boy. 

[The Captain speaks intently to the Mate.] 
Look here. We’ie done. Pompey isn’t 
wanted here Those eunuchs have put the 
King against him. Sec those galleys ? 
They ’le getting ready to sink us. If you see 
one of them getting under way, cut the cable. 
Don’t wait for orders Cut the cable, and 
hoist sail. 

THE MATF. I ’ll make all ready, sir. 

THE CATT It makes your blood boil, though. 
A week baek they ’d have crawled all round 
Pompey for a chance to kiss his footman’s 
boots Now they ’ic going to drive him out. 

Tim MATE. Well, sir. You can’t expect grati- 
tude from a king, they say The world ’s wide. 
There’s other lands besides Egyjit. Egypt’s 
got trouble enough, without Pompey, What 
did he come hen for ? That ’s what I don’t sec. 

THE CAPT, He ’s had a misfortune. One 
doesn’t know whcic to turn when one’s had a 
misfortune. And having a wife and that. 
Very likely he ’s beside himself, for all he doesn’t 
take on 

THE M VTE. lie ’d ought to have come with his 
fleet. That would have fiightened them. Com- 
ing alone like this makes people think he ’s a 
beggar D’ you think they ’ll ram us ? 

THE CAPT. I don’t tiust them. 

THE MATE. The hands don’t trust them, 
neither. 
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THE CAPT. Ah ! the growlers. What do they 
say ? 

THE MATE. They ’re saying they didn’t sign 
on to be rammed. 

THE CAPT. They signed for what I choose. 

THE MATE. Yes, Sir. They ’re afraid of the 
soldiers and that. 

THE CAPT. They got sense. If I were Pompey, 
I ’d run for it. A man Mith a wife like that 
didn’t ought to seek trouble. Well, God send 
pay-day ! Watch the hands and stand by. 
That ’s your job. 

THE MATE. I ’ll make all clear, sir. Bosun, 
there ! 

BOSUN [off]- Sir ? 

THE MATE. Overhaul your gear. Have all 
ready for getting under way. 

BOSUN. Ilavc all ready, sir. I will, sir. 

[Whistle. 

THE MATE [going]. There ’s his steward, sir. 

[Exit. 

THE CAPT. Steward. 

PHILIP [cT.tenngl. Sir. 

THE CAPT Oh! stci>ard [viin.w approaches \ 
Look heie, steward. What ’s Poinpey’s object 
m coming here ? 

PHILIP. He \ come to see the King. 

THE CAPT. Is he come to ask loi shelter ’ 

PHILIP. He ’s come to raise another uiniy out 
of all his old soldiers hero. 

THE CAPT. He won’t get any soldiers here. 
'They ’re all at the w ars. The young King ’s 
fighting his sister. 
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PHILIP. That will be patched up. The young 
King thinks the world ot my master. He *11 do 
what Pompey wants. 

THE CAPT. He hasn’t answered Pompey’s 
letter yet, 

PHILIP. No ? 

THE CAPT. We Vo been told not to send a boat 
ashore. 

PHILIP. Well, all I know is, the young King 
longs to honour Pompey. liut for Pompey the 
old King would have died a poor flute -player in 
Ephesus. You can see foi yourself he *s coming. 
There ’s his state barge at the jetty. Look. 
They ’re out on the roots. Tlicrc ’s music. 

Enter pompey. 

THE CAPT. [unconvinced]. It may be as you 
say, stewaid. Ah. 

[He starts^ salutes^ and hastily crosses to the 
starboard, or he side 

PHILIP. My lord. Do you know what day it 
is, my lord 

POMPEY What day is it ? 

PHILIP. The day of your triumph, my lord. 
Your Asian iriumfih. Thirteen years ago. 

POMPEY. Is it so long ago That >vas a great 
day. 

PHILIP Yes, indeed, my lord, I *11 never 
forget that day. Wc always like to keep it up 
with a little something among ourselves. 

We brought you a few figs, my lord. They *re 
only Cretans. [He offers figs.] Just m honour 



m] POMPEY THE GREAT 71 

of the day, my lord. If you \^ould accept of 
them. 

POMPEY [taking and fasti ng]. Thank you, 
Philip. [To the Captain.] This old servant of 
mine is always bent on sjioiling me. 

THE CAPT. Yes, niy loid. So I see. 

PHILIP I 'm sure I hope to-day w ill 

be a great day too, ni\ lord [Exit philtp. 

POMPEY. It should be, Philip. [lie lays figs 
on weather fije-rail J Captain ! 

THE CAPT Yes, in> lord 

POMPEY. Has anv one come aboard for me ? 

THE CAPT. No, myloid. 

POMPFY. Thank > oil 

THE CAPT Ih'g paidon, in> lord. 

POMPEY. We ll 

THE CAPT. The flagship lias ordered us not to 
send a boat ashore. I thought I ought to rcpoil 
it, my lord. 

POMPLY Thank you, Captain A fine fleet 
here. 

THE CAPT [meajiingly]. Tliey seem to be get- 
ting their cu ws aboaul 

POMPEY. What spted hav«‘ tliost* gallevs 

THE CAPT Tliost tlufi, ruy lord They 
might make s(*v<nt((‘n That's with good 
rowers And d(ad calm And tlie shi| new 
out of doek In a wind liki tins, they wouldn't 
make more 'n about ciglil. They can’t w'ork 
their oais in a sea-way. [Pause j Now’s the 
time, m^ lord, if you think of putting to sea. 
By and by, may be, they ’ll be able to stop us. 

POMPEY. Thank you, Captain. 
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THE CAPT. I *11 report any boat, my lord. 

[Eicit. 

Enter Cornelia. 

CORN. Has the King sent ? 

POMPEY. No 

CORN. No answer ? 

POMPEY. Not yet. 

COHN Can he know we are here 

POMPEY. Yes. lie will come. He will come 
in person 

CORN Why has he not come already ? 

POMPEY. IL IS early. 

CORN. Do you think it is safe to wait ? It is 
ominous. This silence. And all those ships. 
And the peojik crowding on the roofs. What 
if the King be against us ^ 

POMPEY. lie cannot be Do not be afraid. 

Enter inroPiiANES 

TiiLoriUNEs. Magnus. They have sent an 
order. We are not to send a boat ashore. They 
uie plotting some thing. 

POMPEY. If tliey were plotting, they would 
ask us to eonie ashore, 

roiiN But Mhv shoidd wc not send a boat, if 
they aie fiiendly 

P()mpj:y. The King Mill be coming in person. 
Then tlart was plague in Cyprus. Wc have not 
got a clean bill 

CORN But to be* oidered. 

TiiEO *rhe Admiral should have come. 

POMPEY This IS a merchantman. Wc are 
not under Roman colours. 
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coBN. The Csptam there i& anxious. Look 
at him. 

THEO. Ask him. 

POMPEY. It is necessary for the world that I 
see Kmg Ptolemy. 

[The Captam flings down the halliard coil 
and goes below. 

Strange. Is there any Cassius with Ptolemy ? 

COEN. Lucius CasMus is dead, surely. 

THEO There ’s Quintus Cassius. But he is 
in Spam. 

CORN. Is there not Cnoius Cassius ? He was 
legate in one of Cfp.sar's legions ? 

POMPEY. Cneius ? I thought he was killed ? 

THEO I could find out. Sextus would 
know. 

POMPEY. No. Do not wake him. It is 
absurd. 

CORN. Why do jou ask ? 

POMPEY. When I was m Africa, long ago, 
an old woman bade me beware of Cassius. 1 
have not thought of it for thirl y-four years. An 
old block hag. Sitting in the sun, there. By 
the rums of Carthage. Ceniinius was riding 
with me. She hobbled up on a ciutch and 
plucked at inv rein. ‘ Young captam. You 
beware of Cassius You that ride so proud, 
beware of Cassius. The sand is falling.’ 

CORN Why should you think of that now ? 

POMPEY. Because I am going to victory, as I 
was then. [The Hands. come ajt. 

THE MATE [following] G( t down off the poop. 
If you want anything, send a man aft. 
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1st hand. Begguig your pardon, your honour. 
We want to speak. 

2nd hand. We mean to speak. 

8rd hand. Wc want to know why we ’re 
brought here 

4th hand. And how long we ’re to stay here. 
2nd hand He ’s been beaten 
4rH HAND lie’s got no friends. Our lives 
are us good to us as his is 

the mate. Down off the poop ! Down with 
you ! Bcisun, there ! ugghng, 

POMPEY. What IS the matter 

{Struggli ng ends Pause, 
1st hand Begging vourpaidon, your honour. 
We wanted to see the Captain 

POMPEY [to the Mute]. What is their griev- 
ance V 

THE mate Some nioie ol their fancies, my 
lord [To the Hands ] Gtt ovc r to leeward. 
POMPLY Thev seem a good lot What is it ? 
UHi mate Oh, the Ca])t.iin II soon settle it, 
my lord [I'o I he Hands J You wail. 

[K nt /h/ hairh 1o find C«iptaiiE Pause. 

POMPEY takes a half turn, and then speaks. 
POMPEY [^0 Hands] Of what do you com- 
}>lain 

1st hand Begging jour pardon, j’our honour. 
We W lather wait loi the Ca])tain 

POMPFY Wh.it IS w’^rong, thougli Tell me, 
1 st hand. 1 ’d rather not saj-, my lord. 
POMPEY [takes a half iurfiy and speaks again]. 
Come What is the trouble Is it the food ? 
Or the drink ? 
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1st hand. Beggmg your pardon, your honour. 
We don’t like the look of things. 

POMPEY. Wliat things ? 

1st hand. Begging your honour’s pardon, the 
ships there. 

2nd hand They 're getting ready to sink us. 

POMPEY Why do you think that ? 

8rd hand. You can see the soldiers going 
aboard them, can’t you ’ 

1st hand [<o 3rdJ Here now. Ilcie. 

8ed HAND (/o 1st] What’s wioiig ? It’s 
the truth. Isn't it V 

POMPEY So they are going aboard to sink us V 
Why should they sink us ? 

3rd hand. Because you’re aboard us. \lle 
stands out ] You 're not wanted heic. You ’re 
no good to Ptolemy. Caesar’s the man, now, 
not you. You ’re no more than what vie 
are. 

[To the Hands j And we 're to be drowned, 
are we, because his mightiness that was is worth 
more dead than alive Y He 's down. He 's no 
one. He’s had fellows die lor him for foity 
years. It’s time he learned what it feels like 
himself 

4ti1 hand. That 's what I say. 

8hd hand t'omc on 1 

2nd hand. Man the halliards 

3rd hand, Wc 'll carry you to Cx*sar. And 
sell you. 

POMPEY. Stand back 1 

You say that the soldiers are commg to sink 
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There are five thousand troops there, and 
fifty ships. 

Are they all coming to sink us ? 

It seems a large force to smk one ship, manned 
by such a company. 

8rd hand. Ilerc Look here 1 

1st hand f[(o 3ru] You ’ll get us hanged. 

2nd hand Give him sheet 

4'iii HAND Ilovv about us That’s what I 

POMPEY If I am still so terrible, I must save 
you. I will go to the ILigsliip yonder. Man 
your boat. 

3rd hand You ^vll! go to the flagship ? 

1st hand \alar77}C(i]. Lo(*k ut her There, 

4th hand Look. 

2nd hand. Look at her. She ’s got her oars 
out. 

1st hand She \s coming. Wc ’re gone up. 

JHU) HAND ’riirn he ’ll go first 

Isr HAM) [holding him] No. you don’t. 

Enter Ca})tam 

THE OAPT She \ corning, rny lord Shall I 
cut We might do it, cv'cn no>v. 

POMPEY She is not coming. And if she Mere, 
what is death 

Tiir CAPT Hard times for the widow, my 
lord 

POMPEY [/o the Leave the ropes. 

Do >ou think the soul can be quenched with 
water ? Or cut with swords Or burned ? 

3hd hand. I know my bod} can, niy lord. 
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POMPEY. You do well to fear death. Go to 
your place. 

[Musingly.'] If death can crush what com- 
prehends heaven ? Why 1 We are in a bad 
way, Captam. 

[The Hands file off, quietly pompey look,') 
down on the main deck. The Captam 
stands apart anxiously watching the fiag- 
ship. CORNELIA and tueopiianes eye 
each other. 

CORK. Is the flagship coming ? 

THEO. She is ready to come. 

CORN. To Milk ns ? 

THEO. She could sink us. 

CORN. I cannot bear this. 

(pompey turning, walks towards them. 

THEO. We ought to have gone to our fleet. 
We ‘re helpless like this. 

CORN. Magnus. This isn’t what we planned. 

POMPEY. Let me reassure you. EgJTit is 
friendly to rnc. 

I saved her independence. I made the elder 
Ptolemy King The young King is my ward, 
bound to me by intimate ties Those troops 
are veterans of my Asuin Army. 

THEO. The young King ’s at his wits’ end 
with civil war. How can he begin a w'ar with 
Ctesar ? 

COHN, [bitterly]. And we are suppliants to 
him. We Romans. To whom they should 
strike their flags. [After a pause, .quickly.] 
See if they refuse to salute us. 

TUEO. We should know what to expect then. 
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CORN. Oh, let us be certain. Hoist your 
colours 

POMPEY It IS not time yet. I will hoist 
them when the watch ends. 
thp: CAPT. One bell, my lord 
POMPEY The watch is nearly out ? 

Tin CAPT Nearly, my lord. Will you hoist 
any my lord 

POMPEY. M> eonsiiLir colours. 

1 HE CAPT I Vn only a merchantman, my lord. 
If they should refuse to salute, niv lord ? 

POMPEY You Mill ^o alongside the flagship 
there, and order her to salute 

Tirr CAPT \goinii\ I am all read} to get under 
way, my loid Bosun, there ! Stand by. Mr, 
Mate Bov, there ! 

[He go(s to the break of the poop and looks 
doxvn on main deck. 

Arc your colours lient <m, Centurion ? 

(u:n riTTUoN [off \ Till him, \cs 
BOY [olf\ All lead} to hoist, sii 
Tur. CAPT \<oming to poMprY|. All ready, 
my lord. Will }uu make eight bells, rny 
lord 

POMPEY W’hcn it IS time 

[lie paces leisurely, 

Theophancs Have you your tables ? 

TUEO Yes 

POMPEY. I shall want you to tak^' notes. 

[To coRNi'i lA ] What was that passage about 
the soul We were reading it that day at 
Alba, when the women brought you their first- 
fruits ? Our first year. W’c were m the 
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garden. You were reading to me. There was 
a verse about tlie soul 

CORN. The upright soul is safe ? 

POMPEY. Yes That was the verse. I have 
alwaj s loved Alba I was there as a child. We 
were happj there, that >cai. 

CORN Very hn])py And that day, the doves 
came, }>icking the spilled gram. And at night 
theie was a moon. 

POMPFY All the quiet valley. And the owds 
were calling Those little grey owls. Make 
eight bells, Ca]dani. 

{The Ca]>tain ?/. Thi Fk>sun ptj)es 

the colours up 

IHE CAPi Nut so fast there, boy 

hells 7s (chovil over the harboui from 
ship to ship poMpj V and iiiiophanes 
rais( ihar n^hi hands Pa haps cuR- 
M IJ \ ouiihf to l fll 

Tnro Tlu (lagship is hoisting her ensign. 

[Uu^lvs oj)\ 

CORN Will she salute*'' Will sht salute? 
There 

Tiino There She di]»s it 

CORN The\ all sahit( . 

Tiiro Then v^e aie sah 

roMPLY That is settled, then 1 am to be 
re(*( ived 

Now to work. 

Captain, tlx re. 

THE ('APT I beg pardon, my lord, Irut there 
IS a boat coming towards us, 

p<iMPEY What do }^(>u make of 1 or ? 
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THE CAPT. They pull very badly, my lord. 
They pull like soldiers* 

POMPEY. They are soldiers I see the gleam 
of armour. 

TiiEO. Seven soldiers 

THE CAPT. Am I to let them alongside, my 
lord ? 

POMPRY. Wait 

CORN. What can they be coming for ? 
POMPEY. Can the King have sent her ? 

THRO Sent a fishing boat like that, Cneius, 
to take you ashore 

CORN. You cannot go in that boat. 

THEO. Magnus There is some treachery. » 
CORN. Cneius It is a dreadful risk, to 
stay. 

POMPEY* It IS neoessa^^^ You would rather 
I lan the risk tlian let the world become — what 
it w ill become. 

CORN. Much rather. 

POMPEY. You will understand, then 
THE CAPT. They aie hailing, ni> loid. Would 
the lady go beUnv a little V Tlicy might fling a 
dart on board. 

CORN The air is fieshei here. 
sEPTiMius \ off\ Ilail ! PonipcN Imperator, 
THE CAPi Wc could still run loi it, my lord. 
poMPi Y We must n(»t show that wc mistrust 
them 

nlpt [olf] Hail, Pompey, Imperator ! 
POMPEY. Iliive your men ready to salute 
SFPT [off] In bo^v 
CORN Cneius. Cneius. 
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POMPEY, There is no danger Have you the 
little book with my vspeeeh to Ptolemy ? 

CORN. Here it is 

SEPT. [o/jTJ. Toss your starboard oars. Way 
enough 

POMPEY. Company there Salute. 

THE CAPT The call, there 

Enter sepiimii s, a Roman military tubnne, uUh 
ACiiiiJ \s i(.YmivN, both ni military dress. 
The Romiu pijns the side Jor each oj them 

POAiPEY Ymi eome from King 

Ptolemy |si puMii s salutes, uiiillas bores. 

ACHILLAS Fiom King Ptokmy. He send 
\ou roval g I eel mg. 

poMPiY He Mishes to st^e me ^ 

ACTiiL. lIe\Msh U) see you To be your friend. 

roMPi Y Shiill I bring tlie ship alongside the 
quay there ^ 

ACiiii Tin^re is mueh mud and sandbanks 
TliOre would be no water loi this galley. You 
have to take a bo<d 

POMPLY l^hnunt^ at ships] Y<»ui flcTt is 
getting under wa\ heic 

AcTJiL Ins shouldirs]. Ah? Will 

sou eonu into m\ boat 

POMPLY She 1 *^ not a vf rs handsouK lioat. 

ACniL No It IS had weatlu r somit lines 

POMPr.Y [to SI PTiMius] I think I should know 
you, my friend You and 1 tiave served to- 
gether ? fsLPTiMius nod.s\ hut does not answer. 

W’'hcre was it ? I know youi fare 

1 \o ansren 
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[act 

A long time ago. Eighteen years ago. In 
tlic war against tin* pirates V [Pause J Was it 
not ^ [iVo ansuer. 

You coiiiiniindcd a company m my guard. 
[Pause] You did somclljing You burnt a 
ship one night ? You paddled out alone and 
set liie to her t I remember you. I gave >ou 
a swoid You aie wearmg it now 

sncT [hn to the boat, muttering to hi7nself\. 
1 'm as g(K)d a man as you are 

AciiiL You come m my little boat. I take 
you to the King Tin King is \our friend. 
Lovely h‘d>, Ihi King want to see him. 

CORN Y(S 

poMChY 1 will follow \ou. Go down into 
the boal 

|\(iiiLiAs, tHALDig, gois to gongnay, iJine 
ht stands, tooLing ajt 
POMPl.Y Now 

I Ilia) Magnus \ ou mustn't g(n 
eoiiN ( uuus (’ntius V\ hat do liiey mean? 
'iin o You mustn't go, Magnus 
poMPLY M> beloved ! You must stay heie. 
You must not conu 

COHN Mv darling t V\ hat aie the} going to do? 
POMPI \ What GikI wilK 
Tluoph.mes If tlii^ is tlu end, 1 wish it to 
ht liu' i nd Tiiosi aiiangi ments of the fleet. 
t\me( I tlu'in You undeistand (ro to Cato 
Till C'.ito to submit to liisar War will onh 
nu an moic bloodslied He cannot stand against 
CiCsai 1 ( ould have 

.Seipio's daught<r Make your father submit 
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to Caesar, Keep my sons out of it. Tell them. 
End the war. Life is very grand, but there is 
something behind it Something Avhich stnkcs 
a mean. I had my hand on it. Come. Cour- 
age. These are Egyptians. [To Cornelia.] 
Captain \ ou niusl sail Stand b> 

What else is there ? Asia. Theophancs 
Asia must submit. Send to the Kings The 
world must make what terms il can. This is 
all m the event If this is the end. You under- 
stand ? If not, >on know m\ orders 

Phihj). Se\ thes t'olta Godowninlotlieboal 
PHILIP. My lend I*\( served you a long 
tune, mj loid. 

POMPEY. What IS it, Philip ? 

[co'j i\ and s(*v’’TnLH go. 
PHILIP. My lord M\ old, beloved lord 
POMPEY V\1iy, Philip Wv are the onI\ ones 
left Wo aie two old Sulla’s men Have you 
mv cloak in the boat 

piiiiap. Fuitj >(ins, iny lord. 

POMPEY The bioidi red one \To Cornelia ] 
Your gilt, (’ome C arry it down, man. 

PHILIP, I w'lsh it was to begin all over again 

[Ejit 

ACHiL. Will >ou come into the boat? The 
King IS waitiiur 

CORN. CnelU'^ M\ husband My luisliami 
POMPEY (iod onlv hiids 
If the King lve< p I. nth. We sliull hav( Iniu 
Time for what we must imagine. II yot. We 
know our love. The gods treasure >ou 

[H e goes Umardb f*angway 
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[AflflT 

Remember, Ca]:)tain. 

Thoopbaric s. li I fail, you must warn Lentulus. 
[He gor^ to gangway. The Bosun starts to 
pipe the Side, pomply turns to the Boy 
Bosun stops his pipe POMPi,Y takes figs 
from fife-rail and gives them to the Boy. 
(’an )ou cut lij^s ^ [The Bov mumbles 

Whaf IS youi name 

[TIu Boy biirsL^ into tears 
ACiiiL [at gangway] (iivc me vour hami. I 
lake voui liatul down 

POMPr.Y [pau^^ing in the gangitoy and looking 
batk. Sadly To tiilopiivxe's | 

* A luMvc man enters eouit of his fiee will 
Even thouf^h I he judf^c maj bind him when 
he enl(Ts ’ 

[He go(s down The liosun pipes the side 
si:n [eoW/f/l Jkick join poll oaiN Shove 
off (jljvt* wav lojLff tlwa. 

TunoMT \s(tfllyto MattJ (io on there. Man 
\oH] hiilliauis 

'iiir M\n Take the turns off SIntch it 
alon^ Soilly now Stand t)V 

[The vStaiiK n coming hdund ('okm ma, man 
itii halluifds' TIu (liantvrnan stands on 
liu bills .ill loolx aflt) Iht hnat 
'riii: ( n w'lY 'riieu \ a lot ol troops aslioie 
inn MM I S\'t 

COHN Tin \ aie not talking to him 
rm o Ho is readinu his sp<e<h. [Pause] 
He organises everv thing Ca'sar improv ises. 
CORN. There tluv' go out of tin sun. 

THEO. Tht hill casts a long shadow 



POMPEY THE GREAT 


85 


rti] 

CORN. What is the name of the hill ? 

THJE CAPT. Mount Cassius. lad> . 

THEO. [quickly] They are coming with ban- 
ners. Look. 

CORN. He IS safe. 

THEO. There comes the King. Hark I Trum- 
pets. They ’re saluting He is stand mg up to land. 

CORN. Ah ! Swords. He is stabbed. 

THEO Ah ! you gods You gods ! 

CORN Oh ! He is killed ! He is killed I He 
IS killed ! [She collapses. 

TiiEO kis eyes] The devils ! The 

devils * 

TiiF MA'iE They stabbed him in the back. 

ANTisiiA It \ ebb tide now, niy beauty. 

THE CAPi [ydUngl Cut the cable 

[Chopputg forward 

A VOICE All gone, the cable. 

THE MAir Let tall. 

A voici All gone 

IHE MATi. Sheet home. Hoist away. 

Tin: Mi.N. Ho 1?^!/ haul. 

Tiir CHAM V. Away ho » [The Men haul. 
[//e 77iio7iis 7 ft a dear loud voice. The Sea- 
men the <//o/w.s, haulni^. 

[This song IS sung like an ordinary haUuird 
chanty The chorus is to the tunc oj the 
old chanty of Hanging Johnny The 
solo will be intoned cLeaily, without tune. 
It goes to fast time, the chorus starting 
almost before the soloist ends his line. The 
Men must haul twice, in the proper manner, 
in each chorus. 
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[iilir 

THE CHANTY, 

Kneel to the beautiful women who bear us 
this strange brave fruit 

THE MEN. Away, i-oh. 

THE CHANTY. 

Man with his soul so noble ; man half god 
and half brute. 

THE MEN. So aw^ay, i-oh. 

THE CHANTY. 

Women bear him m pain that he may bring 
them tears. 

CHORUS. 

THE CHANTY. 

He is a king on earth, he rules for a term of 
years 

CHORUS. 

THE CHANTY. 

And the conqueror’s prize is dust and lost 
endeavour. 

CHORUS. 

THE CHANTY 

And the beaten man becomes a story for 
ever. 

CHORUS. 

THE CHANTY. 

For the gc»ds employ strange means to bring 
their will to be. 

CHORUS. 

THE CHANTY. 

We are in the wnse gods’ hands and more we 
cannot see. 

CHORUS So a\Nay, i-oh. 

A VOICE High enough. 
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thj: mate. Lie to. [The Seamen lay to the 
fall.] Make fast. 

Coil up. 

A VOICE. All clear to seaward. 

THE CAPT. Pipe down. 

[The Bosun pipes ike belay. 

Curtain. 
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NOTES 

ON THE AIT'EAKANCE OF POMPEY 

Portraits exist of Ciionis PompciUs May'iuis 'I he mobt 
important ot is a rnarl»Ie hu‘‘t at ( openliat:eTi Several 

likenesses are to lx* ionnd on the ^oni .ind si her coins 
struck hv his son, Sextus, in ^piin Plutan h sa\s of him 
that, ‘ hein^ ((Oiie to ni in s state, theie ajipearecl in his 
g'csture and behaviour a irr.iic* and princtlv majesty His 
hair also stood a little upii»ht, and the cast uid soft moving 
of his e)es had a ceitain leseinld uat (.is tht‘> said^oi the 
statues and 1 in itfes of Xlexandei tio (jreat 1 his resem- 
blance may still he traced 

At the lime of his murder lie w is iiftv-eij^ht vears old, a 
povcerful, vei V a< tive m.iu, in the piimc ol lile Ills hiist, 
evidentlv done towards thc» end of his life shows that his 
hair, which was ihn K, c oarse, and wo**!! ritlier loriir, still 
tended to stand a little iipii^jlit I he liead is ot ^reat 
breadth at the eves I he brow is low .iiid lined with three 
deep lines of wi inkle's 1^01114; n#iht oioss j| in iire^i'ular M 
shape 1 he evehiows aie wedl miike'd tlie siijii .i-orhitaJ 
rnl^^e is lieav v I he nose is toll arui siiont: witli the broad 
base whic }' is so ^ood in iiide x ot intellettual power 1 he 
bepturn 1 of ^re it hre aelth 1 he rmnith is of dial kindly 
liiichtiiess which oiu' st t»s ni the poitiiils ot sonie of our 
Admirals lielovv tlie mouth is a deep lioii/ontil dent 
Fhe* chill IS not eloven 1 he* face is lined a ^^ood deal A 
cleej) stiaiuht wrinkle runs tuun e*.u h siOr eif the nose 
to the pue kc'red mule s e*f the mouth The i \es are crows- 
tooteel 1 here aie 110 mdieat’onh as te> the cedour of the 
hair and eves Hie shape ot the head sn<rirosls the brown 
or fair tvjie of man \t the time ot his leath he was 

perhaps ly/led 

No known portrait exists of .iny of the other characters 
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Metellub came of a family once distinguished for pointed 
uoses^ Domitius of a family once famed for red hair 
C oriielia was famous for a grave and gentle beauty ^he 
was young, though already a widow, when Pompey married 
her, a few mouths before the civil trouble began 

ON THE FATE OF THE PERSONS IN THIS TRAGEDY 

Philip After religiously burning his master s body on 
the seashore, disappeais from history 

MeteUia Fled from Pharsalia to Afnca, where he 

Gained on the war until 4b n c when he whs defeated hyOiesar 
at 'fhcipsus Fhnig from Afnca h) sea, in had weather, he 
was forced to put into the port of Hippo, where one of 
< BPsar's fleets laj at am hoi A battle followed He is 
said to have drowned himself shortly before his ship was 
sunk 

r« Pompetus 1 heophnnes Returned to Italy, and was 
pardoned bv ( a^sar He attained great fame as a writer 
After his death the Lc>sbiaiib paid him divine honours 
His son held odue iindei Augustus 

Manus f'alo After Phaisalia, joined Snpio in Afnca, 
and held command under him He killed hirnsclf in Utiea, 
shortlv after the battle of 'I haps us, bo that he might not 
live to see the final cxtirulion of liberty His son was 
killed at Phiiippi, ^ valiantly hghting against Augustus,’ 
four joais late I 

Luau,\ hunutnis Mivaohurhus AVas killed (some say by 
Maik Antonv) either in tlie battle, or in the route, of 
Pharsalia, .it w ,h)i lie commanded the great bngede of 
hoise, oil the li ft of Poinjo v s army 

Manus Aulius (liafmo ( ontinued in ('a*sars service, 
and rose to be governor <if \< haia 

I lutufs LtucdU'- Ketuined to Rome, and received 
Ciesar s pardon He was piaistd by ( nero for the exrel- 
lence of his historn al wriLings 

Jtuius Aftuuuis Aftei Ph.irn.alia, loiried Scipio *n 
Africa and held command undei him till the battle of 
Thapsiis V\’hi]e riding through Mauretania, on his way to 
Spam, after that disaster, he was ambushed and taken by 
( lesar's lieutenant, 1* Sitius A few d.iys late/, the troops 
of ^itius killed liirn in a tamp not 

L^ntulaa Spinlher After Pharsalia, fled to Rhodes, where 
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he was refu^ied permissiOD to land He set sail a^ain 
'much df^ambt his will/ and either 'perished iii^loriously ' 
or dibappeared from hibtory 

Achillas Egyptian Was killed hy Arsirioe (Ptolemy’s 
sister) and the eunuch Ganymed in the yeai after Pompey’s 
murder 

ON THE HOT’HE OF POMPEY, AFTER THE l^IURDER 

Cornelia After seeing? her husband killed, fled to Cyrene, 
and thence to Rome, where, ni time, Pompey’s ashes were 
brought to her She is said to have buried them ' in a town 
of hers hy the city of Alba,' near Rome 

Cn Pojyipeva Alaynns, the Triuniiirs eldest son, by his 
third wife, Mucja,held Corcyra for a time, showing toiirafe 
and hold strate^^n ideas On hearinp: of his lather’s death, 
he went to Spain, where he raised a ^(reat arnn He was 
defeated at the bloody battle of Munda, in the year 45 
Soon after the battle he was betrayed, taken and killed 
Hih head was (arned to Seville and ejcjumed there to the 
pub Ik. f^uze 

ISeitus Pompeius Magnus The younffer son (also by 
Mucia) continued the war in Africa, with Catfi s party, till 
aftei the battle of I'hapsus He then joined his brother 
111 Spam After (\i*sar's murder, he was pros( nbed by 
Oitavian, and took the seas, with a fleet, buniiiifr, hinkiiijif 
and inteneptin^ commerce, till Octavian came to terms 
On the re( ommein em'*nt of war between them, his fleet was 
beaten by Octaiian’s fleet under A^nppa \ftei trying 
vaiiil> to beat up a foice in Asia, he was taken and put to 
death at Miletus (probabh by the order of Mark Antony) 
in the year iri He left a dainrhter whose fate is uncertain 
She was with him in Asia in iiO 

Pompeui 'I he daughter (also hv Mu( la) mai ned Faubtup, 
the sou of Sulla, who was killed with Afraiiius m the 
mutiny of the troops of P Sitius, in Africa in 40 She 
afterwards mained L (’orncliU‘> I’liina It is not known 
when she died, hut it is certain that she predei cased her 
brother Sextus Slie had a hon by Coinelius C'liina, who 
came to he Consul in a n 5 What became of lier children 
hy Faust us is not known 



And all their pasAionate heart* are dust^ 
And dust the ^rcat idea that burned 
In va.ri<ms flames of love and lust 
'till tlie world's brain was turned 

Oodj moving darkly in men's brains^ 
Uain^ their passions as His tool, 

Briii{2:s freedom with a tyrant’s chains 
And wisdom with the fool 

llHndlv and bloodily we drift. 

Our interests clo^ our hearts with dreams 
Clod make my broodin«i;' mind a rift 
'I'hrouj^h which a meauin|^ f^leams 
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, FROM SIDGWICK AND JACKSON’S LIST 

JOHN MASEFIELD 

THE EVERLASTING MERCY 

StiUen/h Imp?e^sion Cn^u'n y (yd mt 

Ahouihtap haihir lundirn^^^ y and ts mt 

In presenting the I dmomi »Ie I'ohgnac Trire of / lOO to Mi 
Masfj im on l)t.hall of the Koyil Society of Lueraturc, Mr Edmi M) 
Gossk said 

‘We comnund 1 he hverla^tine^ Mrtij/ is a poem which wimld 
make inemor«il)lL any year in retent hltriry his'ory As we rtail 

/he Evert\i\tin!^ Meriy^ \shith is a narrative of convtrsion, a story 
of tlie Light of Ciod brt iking into a dark soul through the cracks which 
pun and shunt have m.id< in it» w'e ftd the mysterious pulse of 
humaivty healing, thn'blnag all around us ’ 

On iht same occision the potni was described by Sir J M Barxik 
as * incompir ibly (he finest liter iture of the year ’ 

^OMl OITMONS Oh TIU ERbSS 

‘Mr MasOifld is to bt congratulated on a rernaikililc achifTc 
ment — 1 snil portrait of i man, the drann of a gicat spiritual concpicsl, 
and nuny passages of high be lutv ’ ‘-^/ntu/or 

* 7 ne Frer'aiiiti}; Aferrv h tlu lory of a conversion, not the 
“ interesting ” conversion of cultured and introspective Aginv tn , 
full of wise siws incl aoclern insi inccs, but the sensational, primitive, 
caias'rophic ci'nveruon of i village wa trti, violent alike m body, 
mind tnd soul -a dru.ik ud p(Uf her, bully, and hb# rime Inn 

Mr Mcsetield h IS accompli‘'htd two NCpiratc things 11c )ia<^ w riKtn 
a supf rb potm, ^wift n if pan uid vivid in its jihr ising, ov; pro 
diictd as well a p.yr huiogical document of '‘Urpissiiig itiLen t ’ 
Evki\n UMirFiiiii in the Daily Nexv^ 

‘Here, beyond (jncsimn, in Ike Exeyla^im' is a grcit 

I>oem, as true to the essentials ns ancient an as it i'. asfoundingly 
modern in its mtlhod , a poem, loo, which “every clergyman in the 
Country ought to read a a revelation of the heathenism still Ic ft in the 
land ’ It". Uchnnal forci is on a levil with its high, inspiring 

thought ’ — Arthi^K WAUr/il in the Daily CkronuU ^ 
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JOHN MASEFIELD 

THE WIDOW IN THE BYE STREET 

Croun cloth^ 3r 6r/ net Fifth Impression 

‘ Mr Miseficld is no common rcihst, but univcr‘;aliies his tragedy 
in the grand manner We are conMneed that he is writing truly 

of human nature, which is the vital thing The last few stanzas 

show us pastoral poetry in the very perfection of simplicity ’ — 
SpeetcUor 

‘In The IVitiow in thr Tyc ^tnet all Nfr M ise^ield's pas>ionatc 
love of loveliness is utterly fused with the violent and unlovely story, 
which glows with an inner harmony The poem, it is true, ends on 
« note of idyllisrn which recalls ThcncMtus, but this is no touch of 
elern'il der oration Inevitably the jlory has worked tow'ards this 
culmination ' ^ Bookman 


THE THIRD MISS SYMONS By F M Ma\or With 
a Preface by John MA‘^I i illd Impl i6mo, doth gill, 
35 hd net 

' Mr Maseheld has formed a high opinion of Miss ^Iayor's woik, 
but nothing beyond what her art atscrvts ’ — ijla^giw lletyild 

POEMS By K C Pi{HLIMOKH With an Introduction by 
John Mashiiid Crown S\o, rloth, 2s 6d net 

‘ Uis book strike ‘ , as Mi Masefield sa) s, 1 'romdy individual nott , 
he IS a man for whom all life is a theme for pocliy, and, still better, 
for whom all life is poetic 11 is volume is md one we can afford 

to mis- ^—O'ijotd Magazine 

‘[The poems] show, each m it- kind, an nriginahty and breadth of 
Vision which )usufy Mr Mascheld’s eulogy '—Athen^um, 






^IDGWICK AND JACKSON’S STANDARD ROOKS 

THE OLORT THAT WAS GREEGE * A Survey of 

Hellenic Culture By J C Stobart, MA, Late 
Lecturer in History at Trinity College, Cambridge 
Super-royal 8 \o, profusely illustrated in Colour, Gravure 
and Line Price 305 net 

‘ Mr Stobarl does a real service when he gives the reading l>ut non 
expert public this fine volume, embodying the latest results of itscarch, 
blending them, too, into as igreeablc a nariative is we have met with 
for a long while — Cuatatau 

THE GRANDEUR THAT WAS ROME By J C 

SloinKi, MA (Unifoim with the above ) 30& net 

‘ It IS a hook which must be rcul , il is a liook which should lie in 
the library of c\cry school ind c\er> Cfillem (he illustrations 

have U?n quite sufKihly reproduced Messr Sulgwick and 1 ickson 
arc to be scry cordially congratulated on having published such an 
excclicnl hook '—Oistrift 

EDINBURGH REVISITED P»> Jvmps Bonk Revised 
Edition, w Mb 50 Diawings by II \N in* 1 11 iciii'k Extra 
^rown 8vo, clolli gill, 5s net Original Edition 
with Kbhttl 1 loniispicu, ib Collotypes, and ovci 50 I int 
Drawings by HaNsI ii* I I I ICHJ K Derny 410, 264 pages, 
/"i, is net. Edition de Ln\c, linnlcd to signed copie*-, 
3', each 

'The volume is worth every ptnny of it, not only to natives of 
Edirihurgh, but Uj Scotsmen every Wrhvr< '—H’eekl^ Scotsman 

SAILING SHIPS AND THEIR STORY By L Kmili 

CHMihKii'N With I Coloul Fronli^jJif ( ( byCltXFils 
Di\'>\ and ovti 1 Illustiation^ Designed covci m 
c loth gdt, 1 6s iKt 

GULLIVER’S VOYAGES to LiUiput and Brobdingnag 

lllLSlratcd by P A blWNLk With 8 Colour PlalLs and 
over Xo Drawings in (he Text, printed in Two Colours 
ih ou^hout , decorated initials, title pa^-c, and end paptr^ 
Designed cloth extra, in coloured wrap[H r 6s net ' 



SIDGWICK AND JACKSON’S MODERN DRAMA. 

* Messrs* Sidi^wiclc and Jack3^ arc chuosing tht r plays excellently ' 
^^Saturday 

tHREE JLAYa BY ORANVILLB BARKER. ‘The 
MazTFinff of Ann Iieete,* ‘The Voysey Inhentance/ 
anil ^ Waste.’ In one \(> 1 , , sinsriy, cloth, 2s net , 

paper Vr rappers, ib 6d. net [/oro/k Imprecision 

THE MADRAS HOUSE A Comedy in Four Arts By 
Granvilll llAKki k Crown Mvo, clodi 2s mt, piper 
wiapptrs, IS ^)cl net [/ /Lrd Impression 

ANATOL A S(qutnct of Dialogues Ily Akihur 
SfflNII/LMv Rarapliiased for the hn^lish Stage by 
Gkamviij.i liARKii GfOwn 8vo, clr.th, 2s n« t , paper 
wiappers, is fid net [// po hupnwwn 

PRUNELLA, or, Love m a Dutch Garden Ia 1 \i ki nc i* 

HOUSMaN and (’iKANVii i »• lUkkli Witl) a I lontis- 
piece and Mu h to ‘rnrrots S(jcna(U,’ by |osf rn 
Moorai I‘<aj) 4to, ' Tlk I (iiiKin (Town 

8vo, wrapptis, is net [s lopttsv<m 

CHAINS* A Flay in Font Act I’a mi Bakkr 

Clown 8vn, cloth, is fid net, nrii)pU'>, is net 

[ I o iif hipif r Of/, 71 

RUTHERFORD & SON. l.> (iiJfi\ Snwii m Cro.xn 

8 \o, cloth, 2s (irl net, pipct, IS fnl lu * 

[ S ( ( tui loif i \ion 

FOUR PLAYS BY GILBERT C ANN AN ‘ James and John, ’ 
‘Miles Dixon,’ ‘Mary & Wedding,’ and ‘A Short Way 
with Authors ' Crown 8\o, ilotli, ’> Od net 

HINDLB WAKES A IM.iv »n Four \rt F.y SlA^^^ 
Ilf 'lU.ll I ( |\ ( loth, 2s nil, pil»c-t, ''(I 111 I 

(.s 1 Jmpfi ^sion 

MABYBROOME liy Al l \n McNkiOii \ (loth 2^ net, 
paper is ful net /mpn <^\ion 

XHB TRIAL OF JEANNE DARC A Pin m 1 om Am^ 

By FIDWxkij C \km n Ciown Svo, doth, 3b bd net, 
papci, is od net 

PAINS AND PENALTIES B\ I u in mi Housman 

e.rown 8vo, cloth, 3 6d net, puier is od net 

Lie l !C T rc 
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